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methods and aims of our enemies. 


Every important allusion in the text is supported by 
foot-notes giving the proofs of German purposes and 
intrigues. An overwhelming arsenal of facts, gathered 
from original sources and enabling the reader to look 
behind the scenes of statesmanship as he follows the 
President's reasoning. 32 pages. 


16 pages. 


8 JACKSON PLACE, WASHINGTON, D. ¢ 


Contributed through Division of Advertising 


The Government of Germany 


The above mentioned are but 6 of a series of 30 authentic war publications. 
sent to you if you will write a letter to the Department of Distribution, Committee on Public 
Information, 8 Jackson Place, Washington, D.C. Please give exact title of booklet. 
of the complete series will be sent with the booklets you select for your further selection. 
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The United States Government 
Announces 


HAT a series of booklets has been prepared setting forth how America 
was brought into the war, the high purposes for which we fight, and the 


Your government desires that every American be given an opportunity to 
learn all the facts about the war. Every American should know why we entered 
this war. Every American should know how Germany wa 
story of her plans for world domination. Every American s 
we must fight on until the menace of autocracy is ended. 


es war, and the 
ould know why 


How the War Came to America German War Practices 

A brief review of this country’s policy in the Prussianism in all its horror revealed by extracts 
Monroe Doctrine, the freedom of the seas, and inter- from diaries found on captured German officers and 
national arbitration and the development of our poiicy soldiers. Documentary proof of how terrorism was 
from August, 1914, to April, 1917, with three of the taught as a military art and prosecuted with relentless 
President's most important addresses including his war zeal in Belgium and Northern France. 96 pages. 
message. 32 pages. Printed in nine languages. : 

, . . P ~— ae 
President’s Flag Day Speech The Nation in Arms 
With Evidence of Germany’s Plans T : 
sUldence he J é Iwo addresses, by Secretary of the Interior Lane 


and Secretary of War Baker—clearly pointing out the 
reasons that led to our joining in the war. Widely 
quoted as they have been, these powerful speeches are 
now reproduced complete in permanent ofhcial form. 


Conquest and Kultur If you have ever heard any one doubt the autocratic 

The frontispiece is a colored map of the Pan- nature of the German system of government read this 
German Plan with figures showing the secret of Ger- description of the Emperor's absolute power. See how 
many's Peace offer, The booklet itself is composed the Assembly of princes, the Bundesrat, whose sessions 
of quotations from German writers, printed without are secret, controls the Reichstag, and how the Chan- 
comment, and ¢onstituting an amazing mass of evi- cellor boasts that he is responsible only to the Kaiser. 
dence which culminates in the chapter showing the 16 pages. Written by Charles D. Haven, Professor of 
German attitude toward the United States. 160 pages. European History, Columbia University. 
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Tue Lanp-Lockep MARINER STILL ON THE JOB 


Cap’n Henry, of the Dusty Mermaid, Dorset Hollow, Vt., busies himself with his spring plowing, but before he 
can even get all his seed in he is pounced upon by a species of loud and black sea-gull entirely new to him. 
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SHE GAVE HIM FOR GREETING THE MOST MOTHERLY SORT OF A SMILE 


“And It Shall Return a Hundredfold”’ 


By H. Variey 
Illustrated by ALBERT HENCKE 


VERY window of the long troop-train was a_ banter and jokes in which the Kaiser figured promi- 


frame for that most splendid picture of all— nently. In one seat of the regular train was an elderly 
American youths in khaki. They were break- woman. She was a tiny thing, pale-faced, white- 


haired, but with an inexpressible tenderness in her 
wonderful gray eyes which someway had not grown old 
with the rest of her. On her breast was a service pin 
with two stars. 

She looked out of the open window, caught the eyes 
of the young private leaning out of the opposite car 
and gave him for greeting the most motherly sort of a 


ing camp for the Big Trail. 

For some reason the train was waiting 
idly on the Long Island tracks. Another train—a 
regular—on the next track, came to a stand-still with a 
diminuendo shriek of airbrakes. Only the small space 
“between tracks” separated the two trains. In an 
instant windows went up; there was much laughter, 
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Makino Satisractory ProGress in Spire or BAarBeD-WiRE ENTANGLEMENTS 


smile. That smile was something more than even a 
glimpse of the fine soul in the frail body under the neat 
but faded black dress. It was the transfiguration of a 
face. As if a great light had shone from some- 
where and bathed her features with a radiance. 

He smiled back at her. In another seat a man was 
handing a package of cigarettes to eager hands in the 
other train. The old lady hesitated only for a minute. 
Then she opened her bag, took out a small purse, and 
extracting a half-dollar she reached out of the window 
and spoke to the soldier: “Will you please take this— 
to buy cigars—for you and the others?” 

Instinctively the soldier drew back his hand to re- 
fuse, but he saw the light in the eyes of her, guessed the 
sacrifice she was making, and his strong young fingers 
closed over the coin. The old lady sank back in her 
seat—happy. She might have been thinking of her 
own sons for she glanced down at the pin on her 
breast. 

In the other train, the private had turned to his 
companions. There was silence for a minute. Three 
heads bent over while the soldier scribbled something 
on a piece of paper. Suddenly, the train whistle blew 
twice. The wheels started to move. Hastily wrapping 
the paper into a ball the soldier leaned away out and 
tossed it into the old lady’s lap. She looked up and 
smiled her good-bye, put a white thin hand out of the 
window and waved it as the bare-headed youngsters 
passed out of her life. 

It was several minutes before she picked up the ball 
of paper. She opened it slowly. In the middle was 
a gold-backed note. It was for $100.00. Her thin 
breast rose to the full and with trembling hands she 


quickly spread out the paper. Through a thickening 
mist of tears she read: 
My Dear Lady: 

Thanks for your kindness. I shall keep the 
half-dollar always—for a luck piece. I will see that 
the boys here get all the cigars they want—and you 
can use the enclosed to send cigars to your own boys. 


Gratefully, 


* **¥ ee * * * * * * 


And the name that was signed to the note was that 
of one of the richest families in America. 


Will Power 


ILL POWER is something that you are full of when you 

are hale and hearty and no trouble stares you in the face. 
At these times you are so full of will power that you can feel it 
vibrating through your system. But when trouble comes and 
you feel depressed, then you can search with all the instruments 
known to science and never find any. Another curious thing 
about will power is that, although supposed to increase and get 
stronger by constant use, the fatal fact is that the more you 
use it the more it is likely to go back on you in emergencies. 

Marvelous things, however, have been done by will power. 
Under its wonderful spell husbands can remain silent for hours 
in the presence of their wives. And when a policeman starts to 
arrest you for over-speeding you can, by force of will power, 
smile and look pleasant and tell him you are sorry, while in- 
wardly you would like to bang him over the head. 

To keep on hand a proper stock of will power that can really 
be useful to you, the best way is to eat sparingly, sleep eight 
hours a day, exercise moderately and never get tired. You will 
then be surprised upon how little will power you can survive 
the most astounding misfortunes. 














The Golden Day 





By Howarp Dietz ; — ~ 
HE year is Maybe-You-( 
Guess; 
The war you know is over. 
’ Che boys who left the old U.S 
Have all marched back in clover. 
Fond parents clasp the lads they love, 


Nor does the cheering cease; 
ind reigns a resurrected dove 


Oi peace. 


‘ 






















; he chains of German Junkerdom 
Oh, Heaven! how they chated! 
\re now a pile of junk, by gum 
\nd Hindenburg is strafed j 
Kalsermen are wisermen Be 
Wi call them hoi p lloi: { 
\nd Little Willie’s in the pen , ~~ 
O Bo ts 
a 
What’s that? You say we imping at i 4 
\ most absurd conclusion? 4 
We're dreaming—talking through our i 
hat ui 
; \nd living in illusion? ‘ 
So let it be. Won't vou dream too 
Of similar success 
id sing the vear of Maybe-You 
Can-Guess? 
The Modern Way 
By Roy kK. Movttron 
HI ladies and gentlemen of 
the cast had assembled on 
the stage of the theater. 
The producer came in hur- 
riedly and called the roll of 
actors and actresses. Fortunately 
every one who had been engaged 
Was present. ~ =e 
“Nir. Munchausen! Mr. Mun- ae 
chausen!” cried the producer. Pass eR ve Hard he \ 
A pale young man, the press 
' agent, hurried in from the wings. Drawn by Wauter De Manis 
“What about the advertise- “Bridget, what do you mean by throwing away this bread? Don’t you know we must 
ments and press stuff,” queried save to help our army?” : . , 
the producer. “Have you started “Shure, Mum! But how would th’ army divide a little bit o’ bread like that?” 
thecampaign, Mr. Munchausen?”’ 
“The papers have been full of the new show for a “We are here, sir,” said the director rising in the 
' week,” replied the press agent. orchestra pit. 
“Good. And the orchestra e “Props, are you ready?” called the producer. 
» “Everything ship-shape.” 
Vv - “And the scenery and costumes?” 
‘““ ] ” sS. ° 
vw Ready,” replied the scene painter and wardrobe 
' 3 mistress in unison. 
e . “Then telephone for Mr. Bunk and Mr. Bilk.”’ 
/ } The press agent hurried to the telephone. 
[ p In a few minutes Mr. Bunk and Mr. Bilk arrived. 
‘ One was a composer and the other a “ book and lyricist.” 
“Gentlemen,” said the producer. “You may write 
the show. Have your script here at three o’clock this 
afternoon for the first rehearsal!” 
a Superstition 
at “ Do you believe in signs?” purred the Pretty Thing as 
; she sat beside her fiance in his Doplus racing car. 
“Pooh,” replied the young man as he set the lever for 
Sithouetted by J. K. Bryans seventy miles per, “superstition is the last thing that bothers 
The Fan—Well, boys, how was the game? me! Why?” 
The Boys—Fine, mister! We broke a lan p post and ‘“ Because,”’ lisped she, ‘‘ we just passed one which says, 
in’ got chased by the cops! ‘Stop! this road ends in the Creek.’ ” 
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Money 


By A.B 


ONEY is the com- 
monest thing in 
the world. Every 


human being on this 
sphere either has some 
money, or has had some 
money, or is going to 
have some money. It’s 
in universal use, and yet 
it seems to be the only 
thing no one ever under 
any circumstances gets 
fed up with. People get 
enough lobster and 
enough champagne. 
They are surfeited by 
dancing, oriental - rugs, 
and kissing. But no one has ever taken a hate to the 
peculiarly poisonous green of bank bilis, or the sensation 
experienced as they slip through your fingers. Men 
who complain at carrying home a spool of thread for 
their wife, cheerfully weight themseives down with all 
the money they can gather. 

It’s not as if there were any particular variety to 
what you can do with money. There is nothing in the 
nature of a climax or dénouement about it. One gets 
some money and spends it, and then gets some more 


Boortu 


Done by Don Heroin 
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SHAVER 


Drawn by Joun R. 
Bobbie—Gee! 
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This bein’ too young is fierce! 





money and spends it. 
The only way to vary the 
proceeding is to spend 
some money and then 
get it, and then spend 
some more money and 
then get it. As an in- 
and-out-door game 
money lacks excitement 
and spice—though 
change is often in- 
cluded. 

There are a whole lot 
of ways to get mo: ey 
a but people usually select 
one and stick to it year 
after year. I should never 
advise a young man just 
starting life to go in ior 
money. There is no 
field in which he will find so much competition 
and so little chance to secure free samples. 


Russia Elucidated 
By Water G. Doty 
HE Czar of Russia had ’steen hundred million men. 
He marched them up the hill, and they marched him down 
again; 
And when he was up they were down, and when he was down they 
were—where? 
And when they were in the riddle they were Bolsheviked for fair. 
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I never felt so lonesome in me life. 








A Protest 


By Ivy Ke_terman REED 


HE poet sings of sonnets 
To divers maidens’ bonnets,— 
And it goes! 


It’s such an easy rhyme, 
He works it overtime, 
Goodness knows! 


That headgear’s been passé 
Since Grandma’s bygone day, 
(What a shame!) 
But the poet isn’t on, 
So his heroines still don 
It just the same! 


If he’d struggle up to date, 
And poetically prate 

Of a toque, 
Would he make us very tired, 
And the stanzas thus inspired 
' Be a joke? 





If he warbled of a sport hat, 

Would it bring him up so short that 
We would laugh? 

Could no panama delight him? 

Would a bathing cap affright him? 
The poor calf! 


Must that antiquated lid,— 
The bonnet,—still be hid 
In his verse? 
Like the same old shrinking violet, 
Rear its head in every triolet, 
Or worse? 


They’re Ail Alike 

HE oleaginous fortune that gushes 
sometimes from the earth in parts 
of Oklahoma and other States had 
spouted from the derr:ck in the back 
yard of old John Adams, who had 
hitherto provided a sometimes meager 
living for himself and wife by doing 
odd jobs about town. The old couple 
surveyed their potential wealth. John 
turned and cast a disapproving eye 
over his partner’s attire. “Now, Mag- 
gie,”’ he said, “‘at last you can get you 

some decent clothes.” 
“T’ll do nothing of the sort, John,’ 
was the reply. “‘I’ll get some of the 
kind all tie other women are wear- 


” 


ing. 


, 





Fitness of Things 
He—Newrich has hired a geologist to 
look up his pedigree. ee Drawn by Marcaret H. Morrison 
She—A genealogist, foolish! <A geolo- 
Tuose Lone Distance SHELLS 


gist’s work is nothing but rocks. 
He—Neither is Newrich’s pedigree. Ah, me puir lassie, an’ th’ Red Cross didna’ get to ye! 


Could Babies Talk Could Sublet It To Papa 
“I get awfully tired of this ‘better babies’ chatter,” com- “T can’t rent this apartment to you, if you have any 
plained the red-haired infant. children.” 
“And never a word is said,” peeved the brown-haired “All right; rent it to the children; they haven't 
one, who had just been spanked, ‘about ‘better mothers.’”’ any.” 
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Private Hunxs Keeps Up tue Routine or C 


“Hetto!—Goopsy!” BEFORE 


SHRAPNEL 
By 
ITH France it is a holy war; with Germany it is 
wholly war. 
On the western 


W 


front the way of the trans- 
gressor is barred. 
So long as the Russian 


land he 
Ger- 


peasant gets his 
does not care what 
man makes the laws. 

The laboratories of Kul- 
tur have become morgues. 

This is not a war; itis a 
revolution for liberty. 

In 1914 all German 
clocks were set backward 
toconformto Turkish time. 

In Europe suffering ha 
become one of the fine arts. 

The Dove of Peace will 
summer on an iceberg. 

The Wheel of the Rus- 


sian revolution is without 
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hub or tire—it is all = ; — 
aay men. Drawn by G. B. Inwoop 

d 1Ouse 1S JUSt a house; . . 
but when a child enters, it» Meter—Yes, dear, if you ar 
becomes a home. Ss Is that the truth, Mother 
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| NATURAL AS 
CAMP MEASLES. 
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sMP Lire Wuen He Returns Home to Say 
IEMBARKING FOR OVERSEAS 


AND THINGS 


S3ENJAMIN De CassERES 


Great epigrams are the gleaming bayonets in the 
Grand Army of Ideas. 


Hope has a double chin. 


Realization has long ears. 
Patience was born 
headed. Expectation is 
twelve-fingered. Yester- 
day has false teeth. To- 
is rouged. 


grav- 


morrow’s face is 

To-day is blind. Serious- 
| ness is thin-lipped. Hap- 

piness has one eye. Pros- 


‘perity has a_ hook-nose. 
Care limps. 

France makes of life an 
art. Germany makes of 
life a science. England 
makes of life a conquest. 





3 America makes of life a 
5 is. business. Russia makes 
f ii of life a funeral. Italy 
* ati ~ makes of life a gorgeous 


polyphonic, polychromatic¢ 
mess. Turkey makes of life 
acabaret. NMlexico makes 
of life a cockfight. China 
makes of life a pipe bowl. 




















ELITE 
Fancy GROCEQ 
RESH VEGETAB 


ie 


RENZOATE SIMMS 


F 


Ni 





EZRA SPUDDS PLACE 


Tavror.”¢ 
DRESSMAKING Ba 


QUEENIE 














——$—_—_—_— e 
(AGApe2-—*** 


| 











> 


ew == NAS 


Dorn 


GRvLE 


nur = 

















Drawn by Joun GRUELLE 


MacuHine GuN 


= 
~ 
Z 
a4 
a 
= 
a 
im 
2) 
5 
2 
B 


Tue Yapr’s Crossinc Home Guarps 




















Drawn by Catvert Situ 


Tuat “First Time” You Wore Lonc Trousers 


Ossified Philosophy 


By Warren Wooprurr Lewis 


EEP-SEE philosophy is all right for college pro- 
fessors and high-brows, but you’ve got to have 
something diaphanous for the masses. The 

form of thought must be exhibited behind a thin 
curtain; to wit: the National view on diaphanous 
street dresses. The “I’s” have it in every city. 

Prof. Phil Oss, in his Critique of Poor Reason, de- 
clares a future cosmical conception of philosophy. 
That’s agreeable as far as eight cylinder minds are con- 
cerned, but you can’t get one cylinder people to take 
any stock in things cosmica]l. They insist on leaving 
out the s. 

A philosopher is a person filled with ossified ideas. 
When you see a man whose face extends back to the 
point at which bone formation begins and whence it 
radiates, you can mark him for a philosopher. His 
center of ossification radiates excruciating knowl- 
edge. 

Old Ike Newton was sneaking a nap under a tree 
when an apple bounced off his head. He tossed the 
apple in the air and it came down again, thereby es- 
tablishing the philosophy of gravitation. After that 
Ike hired himself out as a philosopher and even 
went so far as to prove that everything that goes up 
comes down. That part’s all right, but you can’t 
make the diaphanous crowd believe that the high 
cost of living will ever come down. When he brings 
that down, old Prof. Phil Oss will have more disciples 
than there are calories in a New England boiled 
dinner. 

A good form of philosophy is the science of most 
fundame tal matters, such as maybe it will and 
maybe it won’t. When you arrive at the conclusion 
that it won’t, you sit down and figure out that it will. 
By the time you get through you find that it isn’t. 
What matters? 

The Masses are more concerned over the reason 








for holes in a Swiss cheese 
than they are over Hera- 
clitus’ philosophy of evolu- 
tion. Prof. Oss spends 
seven days a week trying to 
figure out where the smoke 
goes from a choice Havana 
cigar. Thediaphanous 
crowd is worrying over the 
evolution of the nickel it 
cost. The professor once 
spoke four hours on the evo- 
lution of bones, but a man 
who boasted of never having 
a headache broke up the 
meeting. He said the 
only thing that evolves 
from a bone is a collar 
button. 

Shrieks of silence rent 
the air as the professor ex- 
pounded the theory of life in 
another world, but he was 
unable to answer definitely 
whether it would be vege- 
table or animal life. 

All philosophy is a form of dope. If you take too 
much it will give you a headache, and then you’ve got 
to take more dope to get rid of it. If you can take 
enough of it to make you look ossified somebody will 
give you a dopester’s degree. After that you can spend 
your spare time trying to dope out where the wave goes 
when you wave a flag. 


Scraping Acquaintance 
Stranger—You were somewhere last Christmas, weren’t you? 
She—Why, of course: what do you mean? 
Stranger—Well, so was I. 


We must have met. 
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“Captain, shall we let sister play? 
“Yes, she can stand at the back and be the whistle.” 
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Baseball Notes From the Flanders League 


HOSE who have been observing his work on the 
firing line of late think that this will be von 
Hindenburg’s last season in fast company. He 

celebrated his seventieth birthday recently, and another 
season is likely to find him with the miners. 

Manager Hohenzollern, of the Teutons, is in a bad 
way for second-string men, and it is causing him con- 
siderable worry. If any of his regulars are injured 
or put out of the game, he has practically nobody on 
whom to call. Most of his substitutes are young, 
indifferent and wholly inexperienced. 

Foch, of the Allies, is a 
box general, who has grown 
steadily stronger as the 
season has progressed. He 
knows the weakness of the 
men who face him as few 
pitchers do, and never fails 
to keep them guessing. 
His speed and control were 
never better. 

The Allies are hoping 
for great things from Persh- 
ing, who joined the team 
about mid-season, coming 
from the United States 
League, where he did good 
work in the series with 
Mexico. Pershing covers 
more and more territory 
every day and handles 
everything that comes his 
way with a certainty that 
is pleasing to the manage- 
ment. 

The Teutons are weak 

She—I expect my little in the outer garden and 
brother is spying on us.some- Manager Hohenzollern 
where! _ ; ; would give a good deal to 
f He—Why not intern him strengthen that part of the 
or the duration of the call: 

team. Charles, the Aus- 
trian, is playing a listless game, and the Turk, even 
under the coaching of Falkenhayn, has fallen far short 
of expectations. Anything hit to the outfield is likely 
to drop safe, a fact which doesn’t add to Hohen- 
zollern’s peace of mind. 

The whole play of the Allies of late has been of a 
nature to encourage their supporters, and the latter 
can see but one finish to the race for the flag. The 
Teutons, they admit, are strong, but Teuton team play 
is not what it was a year ago, and in hitting power the 
Kaisers have gone back woefully since April. The 
Allies, on the other hand, are increasingly able to hit 
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“Bum Proor” 


when hits mean runs, and they expect to take full ad- 
vantage of all the “breaks.” Every member of the 
team is on his toes and perfect harmony prevails. 


The Bookkeeper’s Point of View 
Bookkeeper—What guy was it that wrote “ Billing and cooing 
and little else doing’’? 
Assistant—I don’t remember, but if he had the job of getting 
the bills out on the first of the month, he would find there was 
mighty little time for cooing. 
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From Fleshpot to Taffrail 


By J. A. Wa.pRon 


Illustrated by Lawrence FELLOWS 


- OTHER, I’m going to join the Navy.” 
“Harold!” Mrs. Willson looked dis- 
may. “Notas acommon sailor, | hope!” 
“*As whatever I may be suited for, or 
as anything they will let me be.” 

And pleading was of no avail. 

Mrs. Willson had idolized her son from infancy. 
Her daughter, Margaret, first born, had no fault to find 
on the score of affection, but the mother, widowed when 
the children were young, poured out love and solicitude 
on the boy. Who can explain the idiosyncracies of 
mother favor? 

Harold came from fine stock, and naturally had an 
adventurous spirit. If he had been poor he might have 
thrown off extreme mothering, but coddled from the 
first he became mentally dependent. In college he had 
held aloof from most athletics more because of his 
mother’s fear of physical injury than from his dislike 


of strenuous things. Yet blood will tell. He came 
through as a student with flying colors. And now war 
was in the air. He could not escape its urge. His 


sister had succumbed to it and gone into relative work 
from impulse rather than to follow a fashion. She was 


not a stunning beauty, but a wholesome, magnetic 
girl, more attractive than most beauties are. 

Harold and his mother discussed the matter later. 
“You don’t object to Margaret’s doing things,” 
said. 


he 


“But there is no danger to Margaret, dear.” 

“And you forget that I shall be drafted if I wait.” 

“But the military is so different, my boy! There 
you might get quick pror otion.”’ 

“I’m going into the other branch—with the crowd— 
and take chances,” was his ultimatum. Arca somewhat 
inconsistently Harold rolled down to a naval recruiting 
headquarters in his limousine. 

He “got by” on avery narrcw margin. He was not 
hardy. And when he began to mix with the almost 
nondescript crowd of young men who were being licked 
into shape for stern doings he was handicapped. His 
name was a byword, and it was succeeded by “Sissy” 
with some of the lads, who were inclined to “play 
horse” with him. The only thing athletic he had ever 
achieved was skill at boxing. This skill he exercised 
upon a tough Jackie, named Billy Swayne, to the lat- 
ter’s perplexity and admiration. Others found or 
made occasion to pick quarrels with Harold, who ad- 
ministered consecutive surprises, and one day two 
attacked him just as a bunch was going ashore on leave. 
Swayne doubled with Harold to victory, and from that 
day they were fast friends. Swayne was a handsome 
fellow, as vital as a young animal, and literally acro- 
batic in his muscular efficiency. 

Though it is a community life, training in a naval 
or any war field develops individuality. Harold lost 
something of his social finesse in the process to which 
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he was subjected, but he gained other things more 
valuable. Swayne, as constantly with his mate as 
possible, lost something of his social crudity and gained 
in ambition and the ability that warranted it. 

*“You’ll be an admiral some day,” said Harold. 

“Oh, no. Not on your life! No such climbing is 
possible. But I’m going higher than this unless the 
ladder is greased.” 

Whenever Harold had leave his mother demanded 
his company. On one occasion he took Swayne home 
with him. This young man’s table manners were not 
intuitive, and he had not watched Harold’s graces 
long enough to successfully imitate. After dinner 
Mrs. Willson skilfully withdrew with Harold, leaving 
Margaret to entertain the visitor, at the piano. Mar- 
garet was at least theoretically fond of any young man 
inauniform. “It covers a multitude of other things,” 
was her philosophy. 

“Harold,” said Mrs. Willson when they were alone, 
“how could you take up with a chap so gauche?” 

“We're all alike in the service, mother.” 

“But you’re not all alike!” 

“Well, we ought to be. I regret that I was born 
rich. True human mettle doesn’t need gold plating. 
A good man is a good man. I’m not ashamed of 
Swayne.” 


Mrs. Willson was shocked. ‘Well, if that’s the way 
you think, I suppose I must put up with him.” 

Harold and Swayne grew more attached. On their 
next leave Harold again invited Swayne to his home. 
They swung up Fifth Avenue together—a thoroughfare 
that so often had seen Harold with an exclusive air in 
his limousine—with an aspect of true comradeship. 

As they neared Forty-second Street the crush of 
vehicles and pedestrians was abnormal even for this 
thronged junction. The alert service of the traffic 
men could not abolish confusion. An unruly cross- 
town car crashed a limousine from which a young 
woman, apparently realizing her hazard, was about to 
jump in front of another motor panic-driven. 

Swayne had seen the danger, and with incredible 
quickness was in the center of things. He leaped upon 
the running-board of the panic-driven motor and 
caught Margaret, who otherwise would have been 
crushed. 

And thus began a romance which the War must solve. 


Knowledge is Pow-wow 
TUTOR in Kalamazoo, 
Had a Cow that he taught to say Moo! 
The Rams he taught Bunting, 
The Piggies learned Grunting; 
He coached a young Cock ’til he Crew! 


The Kaiser: 46y Walt Mason 


Uncle Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


HE Kaiser is a curse to me, and now I weep, 
who used to laugh; I taste the Kaiser in my 
tea, I hear him in my phonograph. 

The Kaiser makes me wear old shoes, and 
hang cheap duds upon my frame; I have the bluest kind 
of blues when I reflect upon his name. I’m always 
digging up the mon, to help along this cause or that; 
I wish the Kaiser’s race were run, whenever people 
pass the hat. 

There is no gent in all this land, whatever be his Jot 
or place, who hasn’t felt the Kaiser’s hand, the Kaiser’s 
heel, upon his face. I see the sad-eyed millionaire 
step up to pay his income tax; and then he goes out 
doors to swear, and wish he had a battle-ax. His hard- 
earned roll he must unload, he must dig up his shining 
store; oh, he has felt the Kaiser’s goad, as he will feel 
it more and more. 

The honest workman finds the price of all he needs 
a thing of grief; until the Kaiser’s placed on ice, there 
is no promise of relief. 

We hear the Kaiser in the breeze, we see him in the 
pools and streams; we smell the Kaiser in the cheese, 
he’s always with us in our dreams. He’s standing by 
the blushing bride, he’s smirking at the old church 


door; he’s buried with the man who died, and makes 
the price of coffins soar. The Kaiser’s robbed us of 
the bread that was so tempting, rich and white; because 
of him we now are fed on wooden loaves, which are a 
sight. 

Oh, are you tired of Kaiser Bill, and does he make 
your innards ache? I’ve found he is a bitter pill, a 
most disgusting dose to take. Let’s get together, loyal 
boys, and drive the Kaiser from the land; we’ll never 
know the old-time joys until his joblots has been canned. 
Help out, help out in every way, make sacrifices left 
and right! If Hoover says we should eat hay, insist 
that hay is your delight. If Wilson says you ought to 
walk instead of burning gasoline, then push yourself 
around the block, and junk the princely limousine. 
There are a hundred ways to help, I do not need to 
make a list; I’m eating seaweed, straw and kelp, in- 
stead of porterhouse, I wist. 

The Kaiser’s lingering about, it is no dream, it is 
no joke; we taste him in the slaw and kraut, and in 
the cigarettes we smoke. He’s raised the price of 
tubes and tires, o’er all the land he’s cast a pall; so, by 
the green graves of our sires, let’s turn his picture to the 
wall. 
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“7 Taste THE Kaiser In MY TEA, I Hear Him 1n My PHONOGRAPH” 
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Say Noruin’—Jess Larr” 


OME years ago, a cabinet officer of the United 
States went back to his boyhood home. En 
route, he asked the stage coach driver about 
this one and that one of the men he used to 
know, and finally he asked: 

“Well, Si, what do the folks back here say about 
me?”’ 

The old native shifted his quid, 
quizzically, and replied: 

“Don’t say nothin’—they jess laff!” 

This man had put himself in the advisory board of 
the President. He had energy, courage, ability and 
self-esteem. He had lifted himself from the bottom to 
near the top. What then did he lack? Why did the 
canny backwoodsmen say nothing and just laugh? 

There was another man, a trusted officer in a great 
business corporation. Urged to take a vacation, he 
refused. “What’s the matter?” asked the boss. “Afraid 
we can’t get along without you?” “Oh, no,” he re- 
plied—“I’m afraid you can get along without me!” 

This man, too, had energy, courage, ability and 
self-esteem. You can’t go far unless you have. 
But he had something else— 
something that the cabinet officer 
did not have. He had the sav- 


looked at him 


ing grace of humor. He had 
that subtle sixth sense—our 
grand-daddies used to call it 


horse sense—which no man may 
lack and stay at the top. 

It doesn’t get you anywhere 
to be too humble. You'll need 
to have self-esteem—a lot of it— 
the right kind of self-esteem. 
But the wrong kind of self-esteem 
is like the pins in the schoolboy’s 
essay. Pins, as he justly ob- 
served, have saved millions of 
lives by not swallowing them, 
and self-conceit has saved mil- 
lions of reputations by not hav- 
ing it. Don’t take your work too 
lightly or yourself too seriously. 

Once or twice in a lifetime 
we see a man who knows it all, 
yet knows he knows nothing. 
His neighbors know how great 
he is. He knows how littl he —= 
is. Master of his occupation, he 
is servant of his opportunities. 
He desires nothing more than to 
get ahead, except to deserve 


~ Drawn by J. A. Ryan 
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togetahead. He is proud, yethumble, He is learned, 
yet eager to learn. He has self-esteem, but he is not 
conceited. We -<all it genius, but his mother would 
have called it gumption. 

And he? What does he call it himself? Not genius, 
or gumption, either. He calls it “my wife.”’ He is smart 
enough to take her advice but not too smart to thank 
her for what he has and what he is. He knows that 
there is nothing like a good wife’s counsel to keep 
people from wanting to say nothing and just laugh! 








MumMMIEs AND WAR 


HERE is a gruesome humor mixed with the 
passion that obsesses the archeologist to con- 
serve ancient things in a London war incident. 

The treasures of the British Museum have been 
stored for the period of the war in a deep, uncompleted 
subway which was constructing for the use of the post- 
office when the war began. Among the ancient items 
thus saved from the possibility of destruction through 
Hunair raids is the unique collection of mummies that 
has contributed to make the Museum famous. The 
authenticated remains of many an Egyptian ruler 
are among them. 

War is not only a destroyer 
of things that should be preserved 
—as witness the frenzy of the 
Hun to obliterate art treasures 
and religious relics of other 
peoples—but it inspires new 
phases of individual selfishness. 
The London postal workers, 
through their organ, The Post- 
man’s Gazette, protest against 
the use of a possible refuge for 
the living to conserve remains of 
those so long dead. “The Pha- 
raohs and Cleopatras had their 
time on earth many centuries 
ago,” says the Gazette. 

From the traditional char- 
acter of the archzologist, it 
may be assumed that one given 
to the discovery and conserva- 
tion of such antiquities would 
ponder his treasures unmoved by 
any hazard, and this declaration 
of the postal workers’ organ 
might give him a greater shock 
than a Hun shell; but no doubt 
the protest will appeal to any 
ordinary person in search of a 
haven from danger. 
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Mock Modesty—‘“ Why are you put- 
ting on so much rouge, dear?” 

“Oh, Jack is taking me to some revue 
or other, and I want him to think I’m 
blushing.” —London Opinion. 


A Surprise Party—‘‘ Where are you 
going, mamma?” 

“To a surprise party, dear.” 

“Can’t I go, too, and Archie and 
Edna?” 

“No, dear, you weren’t invited.” 

“Well, don’t you think they’d be lots 
more s’prised if you took us all?” —Buf- 
falo Commercial. 


A Camoufleur—A story is told by 
the dean of Carlisle. It concerns a clergy- 
man who, taking occasional duty for a 

‘ : Le tabac devient rare et cher. Pour haler sa friend in one of the moorland churches in a 

Her Measure of Shame—Little Mil- —,jchesse, M. Nouvoriche s'est fait faire un emote corner of Cumberland, was one day 
dred was very fond of ripe olives, and —fume-cigares spécial. greatly scandalized on observing the old 
her mother had to watch to see that she The scarcity and costliness of tobacco give | verger, who had been collecting the offer- 
did not over-indulge. One day there Mr. Newlyrich a chance to create a sensation _ tory, quietly abstract a half-crown before 
was company, and Mildred managed to Yt), "ip ve-cvlinder cigar holder.—Le Péle- presenting the plate at the altar rails. 
have the olive-dish stopped near her ~ i After service he called the old man into 
plate. Told the Truth—“Ethel, can’t you the vestry and told him, with emotion, 

After the meal her mother, pointing tell us the shape of the world?” aaa that his crime had been discovered. 
to the pile of pits on Mildred’s plate, the teacher encouragingly : The verger looked puzzled. Then a 
asked: "Tce its deo pretty bad shape sudden light dawned on him. 

“How could you make such a . ar gene ‘wingers “Why, sir, you doan’t mean that ould 

; : just now,” replied the precocious child, ; “ ? 
pig of yourself? I should think you who had heard her daddy say a few half-crown of mine! Why, I’ve led off 
would be ashamed to see so many things at home.—Florida Times Union with it this last fifteen year.”—Man- 
pits, and ashamed to have others see ‘ ; chester Guardian. 











them.” . - 
Forcing the Murph , 
Mildred hung her head and replied: pe Pacnse heme s How He Cooperated—Cornelius Van- 
“T was. That was the reason I threw derbilt tells this one: | 
all the rest of them on the floor.”— “At the Grand Central Station one i 


young man was seeing another off, when 
three very pretty girls got in the Pullman. 
“The departing young man was 
smitten by the three girls’ charms, and 
he muttered to his friend: 
“‘ “Look here, to oblige me, you know, il 
won’t you put your head in at the door | 
just as the train pulls out, and shout in . 
a loud voice, “Then I’ll close the Fifth | 
Avenue house, sir, and store the silver 
on the yacht.’ ” | 
“The other chap agreed to do this, 
and the one smitten with the girls sat 
and waited for the thing to come to pass, 
his eyes fixed on their pretty faces. 
“Finally the whistle blew. The oblig- 


Harper’s Magazine. 


Man’s Superiority—Papa—See the 
spider, my boy, spinning his web. Is it 
not wonderful? Do you reflect that, try 
as he may, no man could spin that 
web? 

Johnny—What of it? See me spin this 
top. Do you reflect that, try as he 
may, no spider could spin this top?— 
Pearson’s. 


Its Freshness Gone—Little Frances 
sat on the floor beside her mother’s chair, 
busily dressing her doll. 

“Please give me a pin, mother,” she | 
said, and her mother handed her a pin ing chap outside hopped up on the back | 
from the cushion, not noticing that it . \ platform, stuck his head in at the door, 
was bent. _— | and yelled: 

“Oh, this is a wilted one, mother,” she : ai | “ “Hey, you, tell your boss if that suit 
exclaimed. ‘“Can’t you give me a fresh How to Open the Eyes of Seed Potatoes of mine ain’t home Saturday night I won’t | 
one?”’—Harper’s Magazine. Before Sowing.—Bystander (London). have it at all!’”—Detroit Free Press. } 
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A Marine—William IV possessed on 
occasion a ready tact which is so happy 
as to be wit. The story runs that, when 
dining with several officers, he ordered a 
waiter to “take away that marine,” 
pointing to an empty bottle. “Your 
Majesty!” exclaimed one of the officers, 
“do you compare an empty bottle to a 
member of our branch of the service?” 

““Yes,”’ answered the king. “I mean 
to say it has done its duty once, and is 
ready to do it again.” —T7it-Bits. 


Shocked—‘Some people don’t know 
how to use whisky.” 

“That’s right. Found my brother last 
night using it externally.’”’—Louwisville 
Courier-Journal. 


Incorrigible—“If you don’t 
drinking, you won’t live five years.” 

“Oh, come now, doctor. Surely I’m 
good for five years more.” 

“Well, maybe so.” 

“That suits me. I’ll be willing to die 
then, because I will probably shuffle off 
this mortal coil just about the time 
the last quart of liquor is being consumed 
‘somewhere in America.’’’—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


stop 


Suggestion—‘“ Will you take some- 
thing to drink?” asked the photographer. 

“With pleasure,” the sitter replied. 

The photograph was taken and the 
sitter said: 

“But what 
tion?” 

“Oh, that’s just a professional ruse of 
mine to give a natural, interested expres- 


’ 


sion to the face.’’—Tit-Bits. 


about that little invita- 


The German Army ‘‘Advances”’ 














Sia fatta la volonta del—Kaiser! 


The Kaiser’s will be done!—L’Asino (Rome). 








An Awful Encounter 














Blessé, le 


petit Chose?—par 


“Comment! 
quel miracle?” 


“Oh! une blessure bien innocente—une 
épingle a chapeau, dans le métro!” 
“What! that littkhe mamma’s darling 


wounded? By what miracle?” 
“Qh, nothing serious. Jabbed by a hatpin 
in the subway.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 


Perfectly Normal—‘“ How does pro- 
hibition work in this town?” 

‘Like a charm, some of the brethren 
say.” 

“That’s fine.” 

“Yes. A great many of our prominent 
citizens now get up with the same kind 
of heads they go to bed with.” —Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


Proved It—‘‘Do you people in Crim- 
son Gulch believe in prohibition now?” 

“Believe in it!”” echoed Broncho Bob. 
“We've got to believe in it. They’ve 
proved it on us.”—Washington Star. 








| OPTIMISM 





Two of a Kind—‘“ Talk about optim- 
ists,” said Furbiston; “‘have you heard 
the story about Woolby?” 

“No,” said his friends. 

“Well, the folk in the town where he 
lives are getting up a raffle in aid of char- 
ity. There are to be ten thousand tickets 
at sixpence each, and the prize is a motor 
car. Woolby took one ticket. Now he’s 
busy erecting a garage.” 

“Not bad,” said Johnson. “It re- 
minds me of Joe Kelly. Ever heard of 
him?” 

“No,” said the others. 

“Well, Joe was poor, but he often used 
to go to a fashionable restaurant without 
a halfpenny in his pocket, and order a 
fine oyster supper. He calculated upon 
paying for it with the pearls he hoped to 
find in the oysters.” —Tit-Bits. 























No Use for Them—‘“I ain’t got no 
use,” said Uncle Eben, “for one o’ dese 
optimisses dat simply grins an’ hopes foh 
de best while somebody else does all de 
work.” —Washington Star. 


Easily Pleased—‘“ Our chauffeur wants 
to marry me, papa,” said the daughter of 
the rich man. 

“Marry you! Well, I like his nerve!” 
exclaimed the incensed parent. 

“Oh, I’m glad of that papa. I was so 
afraid you wouldn’t.”—Yonkers States- 
man. 


Keep Smiling 
The warmth of yesterday is gone, 
A chill is in the air; 
The birds that hopped across the lawn 
Are huddled up somewhere, 
Forgetful of the joy they had, 
Perhaps oppressed with doubt, 
But they will warble and be glad 
When the sun comes blazing out. 
And we, too, will forget to sigh 
And learn to hope anew, 
When, after war’s dark clouds roll by, 
Our sweetest dream comes true. 
—Dayton News. 





THE SEX 





His Choice—‘If you were compelled 
to engage in conversation with one or the 
other for an hour, which would you 
choose, 2 woman with a mission or one 
who thinks she is misunderstood?” 

“The woman with a mission.” 

“Why?” 


“She would do most of the talking. * 


A woman who thinks she is misunder- 
stood usually wants a little con- 
fidential advice.””—Birmingham 


Catering a la Mode 
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Manager—Dinner, fifty-five shillings. 














Sarcastic patron-—My dear sir, I wouldn’t rob you for worlds! You must make a living. I 
insist that you have not charged for everything served. 


Manager—What do you mean? 


Sarcastic patron—Why, you’ve omitted to charge for the large fly I found in my soup!— 


Passing Show (London). 


Her Taste Elevated—‘Does your 
daughter still think of marrying a man 
with a title?” 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Cumrox. “But 
Gwendolyn has lost her interest in dukes 
and counts. The man she wants to marry 
now is a corporal.” —Washington Star. 


Suited—‘“Gossipy Mrs. Gaddy told 
me, the other day, she had a car which 
suited her exactly.” 

“Then it must be a runabout.”—Balti- 
more American. 


The Canny and the Nanny 


She Got Them—Patience—Wonder 
if Peggy is out yet? 

Patrice—Why, yes! Has she been sick? 

Patience—No, but she said she couldn’t 
go out until she got her new shoes. 

Patrice—Well, I saw her limp by to- 
day.—Yonkers Statesman. 


Not Yet—‘“ What station is this, con- 
ductor?” asked the lady on her way to 
San Francisco. 

“This is Reno, madam; do you wish to 
get off here?” 

“Oh, no; I’m only engaged 
now.” —Brooklyn Citizen. 





Age-Herald. 


No Trouble at All—“ There’s 
no trouble at all, sir; the ladies 
are behaving like perfect gentle- 
men,” said a Dublin policeman 
at asuffragette meeting.—Man- 
chester Guardian. 


Making Him Over—“ Agnes 
married a self-made man, didn’t 
she?” 

“Yes, but she has compelled 
him to make extensive altera- 
tions.’’—Bosion Transcript. 








Got One in Your Home?— 
Capt. Anderson Dana, who has 
just got married at Plattsburg, 
is a grandson of the journalist, 
Charles A. Dana, and in an 
interview he said: 

“‘My grandfather believed in 
marriage. He thought it steadied 
aman. I remember a story he 
used to tell. 

“Tt’s a story about a chap 
who asked a man: 

““Have you ever heard any- 
thing about a machine for telling 
when a man is lying?’ 








A Literary Taste—70m—So 
you stole akiss from the poetess. 
How did you like it? 

Dick—Miss Sonnett has a 
marked literary taste.—Boston 
Transcript. 


“C'est trés bien d’avoir une chévre comme petite mascotte.” 

“* Aoh! ¢a est surtout pratique pour le café au lait!” 

“Nice mascot you have there.” 

“Yes, she’s a guid goat and a handy one to hae aboot. Every 
morning and evening she gies me a bit o’ milk for ma coffee.”— 


Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


“**Sure,’ said the man. 

“*Have you ever seen one?’ 
said the chap. 

““*Seen one?’ said the man. 
‘By gosh, I married one!’”— 
Washington Star. 








| FOOD | 





Too Awful—Nowadays—Paterfamil- 
ias—What’s that noise, my dear?—(sud- 
denly stricken with panic)—Surely the 
cat can’t have got into the larder!— 
London Opinion. 


The Tenderest Part—‘Although I 
was late,” said the new boarder, “I found 
the landlady had saved for me the tender- 
est part of the chicken.” 

“What was that?” 
boarder, jealously. 

“Some of the 
Weekly. 


asked the old 


gravy.’’—Pearson’s 


War-time Logic—“ Gimme a dollar’s 
worth of steak,” said the customer. 

The butcher wrapped it up. 

“How much?” asked the customer. 

“Four dollars and ninety cents,”’ said 
the butcher.—Buffalo Express. 


Partiality—Customer—Here, waiter, 
what is this shoestring doing in my soup? 

W aiter—Please lower your voice, sir. 
Don’t let that gentleman at the next table 
hear you. He’s dined here regularly for 
a year and we’ve never thrown in any- 
thing for him.—Brooklyn Citizen. 


In 1930—“ Did you suffer from the ef- 
fects of the food shortage in the Great 
War, Uncle?” 

“Yes, Johnny; I made the acquaint- 
ance of your aunt in a margarine line.” — 
London Opinion. 





When the 50’s Are In It 











Jones (aged 52)—How do you like army life? 




















Brown (aged 49)—My office boy is my sergeant, and my son is my commanding officer— 
and J have to ask the young beggar’s permission to come home and see his mother.—By- 


stander (London). 


Deadly Dull—‘ Why did you bring me 
to this place?” she asked, when the 
waiter had taken their order. 

“They serve the best food in town 
here,”’ he explained. 

“But who cares about that? I wanted 
to see a bit of life. Even the girl who 
checked our things looked as if she 
might be perfectly respectable.” —Dayton 
News. 


It ‘“‘Answered’’ Very Well! 





Guide—Sir, there is an extraordinary echo to be heard at this spot. For instance, suppose 
you shout “Two mugs of beer” as loud as you can, and listen. 


Simple tourist—“‘Two mugs of beer!” 


(Pause) I can’t hear the echo. 


Guide—No, sir? Well, anyhow, here comes the beer!—Passing Show (London). 


- 





MERE MAN 





Then She Got Mad—“ John,” said 
Mrs. Dubwaite, “I see where another 
man has been asphyxiated in his garage.” 

“Well, my dear?” 

“The next time you have any work to 
do on our car I'll insist on going with 
you.” 

“It’s kind of you to be willing to die 
with me, my love, but who will look after 
the children?’’—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


And Woman—*“To be happy a man 
needs a wonderful digestion and a woman 
needs beautiful attire.” 

“Yes,” commented Miss Cayenne; 
“‘one wants the stomach of an ostrich 
and the other wants the feathers.”— 
Washington Star. 


The Old Job—Mrs. Pardee (looking 
up from newspaper): Here’s an account 
of an Englishwoman who has sent four 
husbands to the front and lost them all. 

Pardee—Does the account say the lady 
has resumed recruiting?—Tit-Bits. 


Her Theory—*“So you think that long 
hair makes a man look interesting and 
impressive?” 

“Yes,” replied Miss Pepper. “I sus- 
pect that hair was provided by nature to 
divert attention from the fact that a man 
is a bonehead.” —W ashington Star. 














A Man of Feeling 














** Allo! Allo! Inutile, monsieur le marquis, 
de vouloir m’acheter mon vase de Sévres; ma 
femme m’a prié si gentiment de le garder pour 
elle, que j’at accepte.” 

“Hello! Hello! Monsieur le Marquis? 
I’m sorry to disappoint you with regard to 
that Sévres vase which you desired to pur- 
chase from me; my wife entreated me so 
winningly to keep it for her, that I was 
obliged to yield.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 





PREACHERS | 





Useless—The clergyman was engaged 
in that unprofitable occupation of giving 
advice to the woman who had just paint- 
ed her own husband in very dark 
colors. 

““Suppose you were to try to heap 
coals of fire upon his head,” he suggested. 

“*Twouldn’t do no good,” she re- 
turned. “I’ve thrown a lighted lamp at 
him several times but he was just as bad 
next day.” —New York Times. 


His Characteristics — Tam — What 
sort o’ meenister hae ye the noo, Sandy? 
Sandy—We seldom get a glint o’ him; 
sax days o’ week he’s envessible and on 
the seventh he’s incomprehensible.”— 
Boston Transcript. e 


Piety—Bishop Paul Jones of Utah was 
asked by a committee the other day to 
support a rather extreme Sunday ordi- 
nance. 

“Gentlemen,” the bishop said, “the 
wife of one of my ministers saw her little 
boy last Sunday morning chasing the 
hens all over the farmyard with a club. 
‘T’ll learn you,’ he was shouting—‘T’ll 
learn you to lay eggs on the Sabbath!’”— 
Buffalo Commercial. 








| SERVANTS | 





It Was Safe—The serving maid 
was awkward and the steak fell on 
the floor with a sickening thud. 
The young mistress was upset, and 
shrieked: 

“Now we’ve lost our dinner.” 

The maid alone kept her head—and 
the meat. Like oil on troubled waters 
came the calm reply: 

“Indeed, then, an’ ye haven’t, mum. 
I’ve got me fut on it.”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


In a Sense—“ Have you a good cook?” 

“‘She’s so good that you might call her 
pious, but her cooking’s diabolical.”— 
Baltimore American. 


In War Time—Mrs. Exe—The cook 
and the janitor have quarreled. What 
shall we do? 

Exe—Recognize their belligerency, and 
take steps to protect our crockery, 
brooms and ash-cans.—Boston Transcript. 


Truly Nasty!—Mistress—Your mas- 
ter and I have been talking the matter 
over, Mary, and have decided that you 
must take a month’s notice. 

Mary—Oh, indeed! I bet master 
wishes he could take a month’s notice, 
too.—Passing Show. 


She Takes ’Em—‘ Does your maid 
ask for many evenings out?” 

“No, indeed.” 

“That’s good.” 

“Ts it? She takes ’em.”—Baltimore 
American. 


An Enviable Record 
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“C'est une ‘as. 





“ Je te crois! Elle en est d son sixiéme aviateur.” 


“‘She’s a regular ace.” 


“I should say so! Bagged her sixth aviator!” —La Baionnette (Paris). 























































BUSINESS 








Some Talker—Customer—And you 
guarantee that this parrot talks a 
lot. 

Dealer—Talks? Why, his last mis- 
tress sold him because she couldn’t 
get a word in edgeways.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Uncertainty—‘‘ How would you like 
to be an Allied diplomat in Petrograd 
these days?” 

“T wouldn’t like it a bit.” 

“No?” 

“If there is anything I dislike, it’s 
living out of a suitcase, expecting any 
moment to have to travel.’’—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


A Doubtful Recommendation 
Prospective purchaser—Is this dog affec- 
tionate? 

Dealer—I should say he is. I have 
sold him four times and every time 
he’s come right back to me.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Spoiled His Evening—*Isn’t it glori- 
ous here?” she exclaimed, when the 
waiter had taken their orders. 

“Do you think so?” he replied. 

“Tt’s perfectly lovely. Everything is 
in such beautiful harmony—the fountain, 
the trees, the swaying lanterns, the music 
—everything is ideal. It’s like Fairy- 
land.” 

“I’m glad you like it 
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Das Schone nicht lassen und das Gute nicht 
meiden. 

Relinquish not the beautiful and hold fast 
to the good.—Nebelspalter (Zurich, Switzer- 
land). 


“I’m simply enchanted. Doesn’t it 
make you feel as if you had stepped out 
of the everyday world into something 
strange and new?” 

“Not a bit.” 

““What’s the matter? You don’t seem 
to be enjoying yourself.” 

“*My boss is sitting at the third table 
over there to your left, and I can tell by 
his look that he’s wondering how I can 
afford to blow myself at a place like this.” 
—Dayton News. 


Bombs and Shells 
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BORROWERS 











“Qui parle de la paix?” 
“Who prates of peace?’’—La Victoire (Paris). 


Wanted a Vehicle—Day by day an 
Ontario housewife saw her household 
and kitchen furniture slowly disappear. 
One morning when Tommy, son of the 
borrower, appeared at the back door 
with the statement, “Ma wants the 
washboiler,”” the housewife determined 
to act. 

“You can tell your ma that when she 
brings back what she has already bor- 
rowed I will lend her the boiler.” 

In a little while Tommy reappeared. 
‘Ma wants to know what she borrowed.” 

‘There is a pound of flour,” began the 
other, “‘a peck of potatoes, a cup of 
sugar, a can of coffee, a half-pound of 
lard, some onions, and butter, and spices; 
the screw-driver, the hatchet, a pair of 
scissors and”—she paused reflectively 
—‘‘three spools of thread, a paper of 
needles, and—” But Tommy was 
gone. 

Presently he rapped on the back door 
again. ‘‘Ma says for you to write them 
down. I forgot some of them.” 

Whereupon the housewife sat down 
with a pencil and patiently made an 
alphabetical list of all the articles she 
could remember. Tommy took the list 
and disappeared. A half-hour later he 
once more appeared at the back door 
and announced: 

““Ma says if you will lend her the 
wash-boiler to carry them in, she’ll bring 
them home.” —Argonaut. 


Peter’s Absence—“ Borrowing from 
Peter to pay Paul is bad business,” said 
Mr. Dubwaite. 

“So it is,” replied the impecunious 
citizen. ‘‘In my case I find it exception- 
ally bad business.”’ 

“Why should it be worse for you than 
for anybody else?” 

“T have the dickens of a time finding 
Peter.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


On the Contrary—Friend—lIt is 
hard to borrow money in a strange 
town. 

Mr. Hardupp—On the contrary, I 
have always found it harder to borrow 
it in a town where I am well known.— 
New York Times. 


Notes Extended-—Piysician’s Wife 
—Are your affairs in bad_ shape, 
John? 

Physician—Yes, but I hope to pull 
through. My creditors have extended 
my papers to the middle of the water- 
melon season.— Doctors’ Leisure Hour. 
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Shut Out—‘‘Can’t I see the editor 
myself?’’ demanded the spring poet. 

“No,” replied the militant office boy. 
“You must remain in the bard zone.” — 
New York Sun. 


Jingler—‘“I have here a little jingle—”’ 
began the poet. 

“T’m very busy today,” said the edi- 
tor. “Would you mind placing it in our 
jingle basket over there, as you go out?” 

“But that’s a waste paper basket.” 

“Quite true. At this time of the year 
it holds more jingles than anything else.” 
—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Variable Functionary—“ Are you the 
editor?” asked the merry villager, as he 
shoved open the door of the office of the 
Punkintown Gazette. 

“Tt all depends,” replied the man with 
fringy hair, “‘on whether you want to 
make a kick or pay your subscription.” 
—Brooklyn Citizen. 


The Slick Reporter—There’s a cer- 
tain eastern newspaper editor who— 
like many others in other sections—had 
a notice stuck up above his desk, read- 
ing: ‘Accuracy! Accuracy! Accuracy!” 
And this notice he always pointed out to 
new reporters. 

One day the youngest member of the 
staff came in with his report of a pub- 
lic meeting. The editor read it through, 


That Bugaboo Gun 








————-- 














El can6 kolossal que los alemanys disparen sobre Paris. 
The intrepid Huns achieve long-range Schrecklichkeit.—Esquella (Barcelona). 
(A cartoon which evidently annoyed the Spanish censor, who has put his X mark on the picture.) 


and came to the sentence, “ Three thou- 
sand nine hundred and ninety-nine eyes 
were fixed upon the speaker.” 

“What do you mean by making a 
silly blunder like that?” he demanded, 
wrathfully. 

“But it’s not a blunder,” protested 
the youngster. ‘“‘There was a one- 
eyed man in the audience.”—Dead 
Line. 


War Time Dress Perplexities 
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The war lady—Will you show me to the underclothing department, please? 
The shopwalker—Certainly; er—men’s or women’s?—Passing Show (London). 
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A Sure Cure—“ Ethylhydrocuprein- 
hydrochloride,” proclaims a physician, 
“is a sure cure for pneumonia, ” which 
may not interest you particularly, but 
it is great practice in the proofroom.— 
Buffalo News. 


Treatment—The candidate for medi- 
cal honors was having a hard time answer- 
ing the questions put to him. Finally 
one of the professors asked: ‘‘ How would 
you sweat a patient for the rheuma- 
tism?” 

“T would send him here to be exam- 
ined,” said the student, mopping his 
beaded brow.—Boston Transcript. 


Unfeeling—The doctor and the law- 
yer had a difference one evening. 

“T tell you,” the lawyer later told a 
clergyman, “doctors are callous brutes, 
with not a spark of human feeling within 
them.” 

““Come, come,”’ replied the clergyman. 
trying to calm his friend, “that is rather 
a sweeping statement, you know.” 

“Not a bit of it,” declared the lawyer. 
“Why, when I was ill a few weeks ago and 
suffering untold agonies, I sent for the 
doctor. ‘Doctor,’ I moaned, ‘I’m suffer- 
ing the torments of hell.’ ‘What! Al- 
ready,’ was his unfeeling retort.”— 
Minneapolis Tribune. 














Drollitics 


HAT is true comedy? 
What is the nature 
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By Lawton MacKA.Lu 


Complaint has been lodged against 
the piece that not enough hap- 




















of it? As with the pens, and that as a whole it is 

trenchant queries, very slight. But that need worry 

what is true mod- no one. It is as airy, gay and 
esty in Woman, and what is true jf deliciously unimportant as a 
propriety in neckties? there are SI fluffy Persian kitten chasing its 
about as many answers as tail. 
there are answerers. ‘To some OX Quite a different lady is 
people, it means William Faver- Nancy Lee, Eugene Walter’s hero- 
sham delivering a Shaw repartee, ine. The punch with which his 
to others it means Fatty Ar- name is associated is of Broadway, 
buckle delivering a custard pie, to and Broadway only. His Times 














still others it means the girl on the 
end of the chorus line-up delivering a parting kick. 

Each of us has had the enlightening experience of 
being called upon to explain why on earth we ever 
recommended such a show! No explanation goes. It 
is useless to protest: “Why, I thought it was pretty 
good. That tall chap—what was his name—seemed to 
me right funny.” All one can do is apologize and swear 
a still, small vow not to meddle in future with other 
people’s private tastes. 

Fortunately the managers are willing 
to pause in their art-for-art’s-sake activi- 
ties long enough to consider this diver- 
gence. They are broadminded enough to 
recognize that Al Jolson has a place in 
comedy, as well as O. P. Heggie, even 
though he is only /nbad, the lowly Blacka- 


moor. Accordingly playwrights are per- 
mitted to offer all sorts of cheerful 
types; so that a season lot is as va- 


ried as a trayful of French pastry. 
The four plays represented 
on the right-hand page 
embody interestingly con- 
trasting theories of comedy. 
To A. A. Milne, author 
of “Belinda” (and one of 
the editors of Punch), 
comedy consists in sport- 
ive whimsicality: putting 
playfully-drawn characters 
into gently absurd situa- 
tions and allowing them 
to bubble over irresponsi- 
bly, with a tendency to bur- 
lesque themselves. Belinda’s 
husband left her, following a tift 
on the subject of his whiskers. 
Eighteen years later, as she is telling 
the story to her daughter, the latter 
asks: “And you never told him there was 
going to be me?” “How could I, when he went 
out and slammed the door? It wasn’t the sort 
of thing you could call out of the window after a 
man as he is going down the street.” 
And so the dialogue babbles on. Ethel 
Barrymore and her excellent supporting cast, 
particularly E. Lyall Swete, give it delightfully. 





















Square types are inimitable. His 
hard guys and hard guy-esses shine with an adamantine 
glaze of sophistication. Nancy is irresponsible, but 
less like Belinda than like the heroine of a multi-reel 
problem movie. Seldom does one find sentimentality 
so brilliantly blasé. 

Charles Rand Kennedy also specializes in the worldly 
ones. But instead of allowing them to feature their 
ungoldly glamor, he hounds them about from act to act 
until at last there is nothing left for them to do but feel 
contrite. His insurgent drain man and his 
mysterious butler (who lords it over not 
only the pantry but the entire domicile) 
work a beatific Bolsheviki revolution in the 
household. 

Though Mr. Kennedy labors in the cause 
of righteousness, I fear he takes an unholy 
joy in harassing the hypocrites. Sinners 
had best keep out of his play. 

The fourth comedy harbors yet 
another conception. Monsieur 
Dumas maintains very suavely 
that comedy is to be found in 
satins and laces. Laces, as 
a source of piquancy, have 
been stressed before this 
season, in “ Flo-Flo;” but 
that was a case of realism 
rather than romance. 

With “A Marriage of Con- 

venience,” however, bro- 

cades have come into their 
own. Billie Burke looks so 
adorable in these Eighteenth 
Century costumes that each 
time she appears in a new one 
(there are fortunately four acts 
instead of three) or prettily tries 
on a cloak (for good measure) a 
flutter of little “Ah’s!” runs through 
the audience; and it is agreed that the play 
is clever. Henry Miller and the other mere males 
strut and bow irreproachably in their resplendent 
raiment; the dainty serving maid is pert after the 
most approved fashion; and even 
the dialogue is embroidered with 
epigrams. The whole thing might 
almost have been paintedon a fan. 


Winsome waitress 
serving Hoover cocoa- 
nuts at Mr. Ziegfeld’s 
Cocoanut Grove. 


















F Weir has come to collect a trifling sum Dinas 
rom of $6,000 which this lady coyly borrowed “N 
“BELINDA from his young friend. She offers partin § ; 9 

sEE 






cash and the balance in clothes, and the 
Protector of Youth finds himself an in- 
glorious second-hand dealer. 







Baxter is disconcerted to learn 
that his charmer is encumbered 
with a grown 
daughter 
and an un- 
ex plained 


man. 









































(Above) 






(Below) 
““ Be assured, madame, I may en- 
treat—I may even implore; but 
command, never!” 

“Really, monsieur! Then after 
all, marriage is not so very terrible.” 

“There are many sorts of mar- 
riages. There are outlandish places 
where people follow their inclin- 
ations and marry for what they call 
love. In Paris, we marry and fol- 
| low our own inclinations.” 

a “Really? They didn’t tell me 
esr ES that at the convent.” 
iy “There are some things they 


don’t tell you—even at a convent.” 


+ 
BELINDA (serenely)—Well, I shall ri C 
have to marry somebody else, that’s R 
all. 
BaxteER—Who? its 
Betinpa—I suppose Mr. Robin- TOM 


son. After all, if Iam Delia’s mother 























and you say he _! 
is her father, it’s 


about time we %; a 











were married. 
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“THe SERVANT 
» Oe 
IN THE HousE 


The Drain Man (Highbrow for plumber) gives the 
worldly ald Bishop a sermon. 

“ Ever ’eard of ’ell?” 

“ Er—what? ” 

“Then go there!” 


From 
“A MarRRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE” 








Wiilha 








Tent and De 


teezes Military and Naval 





Jupce pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
for publication, and each week $5 1s awarded for the best original joke received 


The Rubaiyat of Omycamp 
By Rocer Dantets, Fort Oglethorpe, Ga. 
RAWL OUT! for First Call in the Dead of 
Night 
Comes through the Cold that makes me Long to Fight; 
And Oh! the Sergeant’s Voice is at my Ear 
So I must needs Be Up before the Light. 


Come cut the Wood, get Water from the Spring 
And thousand-thousand Duties round me Fling; 
The war department's Tape may Find a Way- 
Heigh, Ho! I yet may hear the Bullets Sing. 


And those who Grimly Held to last month’s Pay, 
And those who Flocked to Town on that Great Day; 
What matters it to Both, on Furlough bent-— 

The C. O. shakes his Head and answers, “‘ Nay!” 


Here with a Plate of Beans beneath my Tent, 
A Bowl of Slum, an Idle Curse—I went 

Away with Singing. But I now Confess 

The Song and Singer both are Badly Bent. 


Ah! blow the Call, glad sound we name “ Retreat,” 
"All day the Mud has slipped beneath my Feet; 

It was as though the Night would Never Come, 

Blow on and let each Note be Passing Sweet. 


Some sigh for Canteen Checks, and some there are 
Who'd Gamble all, if they could Take the Car 
That goes to Town—Alas! poor Sentry, I— 

Who chants his Longings to the Evening Star 


If I to Town could wend my Aimless Way, 
*Forgetful of that Chickamauga Clay— 

E’en though the Provost Guard may bring me Back— 
Smile on Sweet Night—what boots the Coming Day. 


Yet think, within this Mighty Training Camp, 

So far from Wine or Soubrette’s knowing Vamp: 
Some from the “ Heaven”’ saw, some from the “ Pit ’’— 
Now All are Leveled by the Army’s Stamp. 


Open Formation 
By Lieutenant B. B. Sermovrn, 324th Infantry 

A negro Sergeant was drilling a squad of day- 
old rookies in the position of attention. Suddenly 
he noticed the posture of one of the men in the 
rear rank who was evidently a bit bow-legged. 

“Stand at ’tention, nigger,”’ he barked. 

“T’se at ‘tention, Sa’gent.” 

“Nigger, from yo’ knees up you’s at ’tention, 


;%? 


but from dem knees down you’s at ’route step! 


The General Puts It Over 
By Paivate WiiusaM J. Ricn, Batt. D, 108th F. A. 

An army corps without engineers came to a 
river which could be crossed only by building a 
bridge. An orderly reported the situation to his 
General. The great General replied: ‘Report 
back to your commander and tell him it will be 
all right.” 

“But, sir,” inquired the puzzled orderly, “how 
shall I say the army is to get across?” ; 

The sage strategist looked at him inscrutably 
and said: “I will think it over.” 


Ouch! 























Drawn by C. J. Dow, U.S. N. 


Rookie (Aspiring to be “ Sea-going ’’)—Lookit 
all the salt in my hair! 

Old Timer—That ain’t salt, you boob, that’s 
“bone-dust!” 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 


By Purvate Witrarp E. Bacu, 2d Co., 4th Reg. M. M. Avia- 
tion Corps 
Ps the troop train halted, a big husky negro poked 
his head out of the window and asked: “Say, 

boss, what town you-all call dis?” 

* Plainfield.” 

** And, boss, what State am dis?” 

“New Jersey—Plainfield, N. J.” ' 

* Well, well! Ah dun been travelin’ on dis yere 
train fo’ foah days an’ foah nights. Where de debbil 
am dis yere France, anyway?” 











Same as War Dogs 
By Private Harry Wrcorr, 2/st Company, 153d Brigade 
Private—We are paid the same as the war dogs. 
Sergeant—How’s that? 
Private—One bone per day. 


Had a Fit 
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Drawn by Lieut. J. V. Rapciirre, Camp Pike, Ark. 

Captain—Well, all fitted out, eh? 

Recruit—Fitted out? Honest Cap’ain, the 
only thing they gave wot fits, is my hat-cord! 


Answering the Call 

By Private M. V. SuaKo, 304th Infantry Medical Corps 

A new company of black recruits was lined up. 
The Sergeant called them to attention. 

“Stand to roll-call. Answer ‘here’ as your 
name is called. Columbus Amberberry.”’ 

Silence. 

“Columbus Amberberry!” 

Silence. 

“Columbus Amberberry !” 

There was a stir to the right and a heavy voice 
answered: “‘Heya Ah am, boss! Comin’ right 
t’yu.” 


Democracy in the Army 


By First Lisutrenant Joun F. Hatt, Camp Sherman, Chillicothe, 
Ohio 


It was early one Saturday afternoon, and the 
railroad station near one of the National Army 
Camps was filled with soldiers, starting on week- 
end passes. It was nearly train time when a big 
colored recruit entered the waiting room. His 
new uniform, and the way he wore it, gave away 
the fact that he was the greenest of rookies. He 
gave a hopeless glance at the long line formed te 
buy tickets at the window. 

“They don’ seem to be no chance fo’ a niggah 
to get a ticket heah,”’ he remarked. 

Then he happened to see his captain in the line, 
nearly up to the ticket window. He approached 
the captain with all the confidence in the world, 
held out a bill to him and said—or rather ordered: 
“‘Heah’s a dollah, cap’n. You get me a ticket to 
the city. Ah’ll be a waitin’ right ovah yondah by 
that doah.”’ 

Having a sense of humor, the captain gravely 
complied. 


Equipped—Except as Regards Brains 
By F. N. Anser, Hq. O. T.8., Camp Doniphan 

Being the next Company to shoot on the range, 
the Lieutenant was finding the gun-shy, so as to 
know whom to coach. 

Lieutenant—Are you gun-shy, Private Jones? 

Private Jones (reaching over in the stack and 
taking his gun)—No, sir; here is my gun. 


Who Wouldn’t 
By J.D. McMaster, U.S. Naval Air Station, Miami, Fla 
I never saw a German sub, 
I have small hope of seein’ one, 
But, I am sure that, anyhow, 
I’d rather see than be in one. 


A Matter of Address 

By Private L. G. Druscuer, U.S. M. C., Quantico, Va 

The Drill Sergeant had several times reminded 
the recruits to have their mail addressed to them 
as Private So-and-So. One private was especially 
delinquent in this respect. At last his letters 
arrived addressed: ‘‘Mr. David Goldberg, 
Private Department.” 
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What about Preserving this year ? 


Every careful and patriotic housewife wants to do more preserving than ever 
this year. But what about preserving material? 

Even if you have some difficulty in getting sugar you need not worry—if you 
know Karo. ‘Thousands of housewives have used Karo for years in their pre- 
serving—and have better preserves than ever. 

For Karo—the delicious clear syrup from corn—makes a true preserving syrup—rich and 
heavy. 

Karo is just like true fruit sugar—and blends better with fruit and fruit juices than cane 
sugar. It brings out all the natural flavor and freshness of the berries or fruit. And it never 
“candies” or crystallizes. 

Try half Karo and half sugar in Strawberry Jam, for instance—and see what a smooth, 
delicious jam you’ll have. And Karo is equally good for all jellies and preserves. 

For your preserving this year be sure to get Karo from your grocer, and use half Karo and 


half sugar—instead of all sugar. 
For Your Preserving 


rr KARO—Crystal White 


Jam in the Red Can 

Ask your grocer for a copy of the new Karo Preserving Book—a 
One pound fruit, 33 Ib wonderfully practical little guide to g00d home-made preserves— 

auger aad 6 &. Karo the latest methods of putting up all kinds of jams, jellies, canned 

(Crystal White). and preserved fruits and fruit butter; the proportion of fruit, time 
Wash fruit, place in lay- of cooking; and full directions for a simple, easy method of steril- 

ers with sugar, and stand izing preserves (using the ordinary kitchen utensils) so they will 


long enough to extract keep perfectly. 
some of the fruit juice. If your grocer hasn’t a copy left, send a postal to 


sr tol trait drop-f| CORN PRODUCTS REFINING COMPANY 
heavily from — spoor 17M Battery Place, New York 


Stir frequet tly to prevent 
burning. Turn into ster- For waffles, griddle cakes and all table uses—Karo—Golden Brown 
ilized jars and seal car (in the Blue Can) 
needs If you like the good old-fashioned maple flavor—Karo—Maple Flavor 
(in the Green Can) 























Where to Go 





What to dee 








W. 42nd St. Evenings at 8:30. 
Matinees Wednesday and 
Saturday at 2:30 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 


with 














By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
WEST 42 ST. NIGHTS 8:30. 


REPUBLIC wists Wear ana Se oe 280) 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 





COHAN & HARRIS Mia *Wea?ina'Sat. 20: 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


by nena JAMES SMITH 


Extremely Novel, Clever Pla 


with GRANT MITCHE 





Evs. Mats. Tue 
Ture. & Sat. 


WINTER GARD 


AL JOLSON in “SINBAD” 





Evs. 8:30. 


BOOTH 45th W. of Bway. 
The STUART 
WALKER Co. 
in Tarkington's 


Mats. 
Wed. & Sat. at 2: 30. 


SEVENTEEN 





39th nr. B'way. Evs. 


Maxine Elliott’s {."\° 


EYES OF YOUT 


8: 30. 

and Sat. 2:30. 
with 
MARJORIE 
RAMBEAU 








A _ T oO R Broadway and 4sth Street. Evenings 8:15 

Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 

msc ROCK-A-BYE BABY 
COMEDY 

ee ASI N oO Broadway and 30th Street. Evenings 8:15 

Matinees emer! and Saturday 2:15 


Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE 








Exigencies of War 
Mrs. Slimson—Why, there isn’t a pillow in 
the house. Who has taken them away? 
W illie—Well, mama, if you expect this war 


to end soon, we boys of the home guard must 
have our regular bayonet practice. 
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Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York Theatres 








By L. M. 





Betinpa—Empire. A whimsical mama 
(Ethel Barrymore) flirts with her long- 
lost husband. 

Woman’s Honor; Ite; THe Marp or 
France. Greenwich Village. Strange 
billfellows—a travesty, a tragedy and a 
fantasy. 

Business Berore P.Leasure—Eltinge. 
Behind the screen in filmdom. 

CoppeRHEAD, THE—Shubert. Lionel Bar- 
rymore as the unpopular patriot. 

Cure FoR CurasBies, A—3gQth Street. 
Back to nature excursion, with William 
Hodge as barker. 

Eyes or Youtu—Mazxine Elliott. 
ist melodrama. 

Fancy Free—Casino. Clifton Crawford 
rollicks tunefully with two fair Palm 
Beach-combers. 

FLo-FLto—Cort. Boudoir burlesque. 

Going Up—Liberty. Aviator Frank 
Craven finds that the saying “There is 
safety in flight” is a gross exaggera- 
tion. 

Hitcuy Koo—Globe. While Fred Stone 
is away being movied, Raymond Hitch- 
cock, assisted by energetic young ladies, 
presides in his place. 

Just Arounp THE CoRNER—Gatety. 
Hearing some music, Marie Cahill steps 
out for a bit. 

Kiss Burciar, THe—Cohan. A diffident 
desperado and a retiring lady in black 
lace pajamas. 

LittLte TEACHER, THE—Playhouse. She 
makes staying in after school a pleasure. 

LomBarpt, Ltp.—Morosco. Closing week 
of Leo Carillo’s fashion establishment. 

Man Who Stayep at Home, Toe—48éth 
Street. Outsnooping the spies. 

MarrIAGE oF CoNnveNIENCcCE, A—Henry 
Miller. A lace-and-brocade affair, so 
much more attractive than the modern 
inconvenient kind. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. The lovers plant 
a treasure of romance under the old 
apple tree. William Norris is more 
practical; he has a new wife with each 
act. 

Mipnicut Froitic—New Amsterdam 
Roof. Mr. Ziegfeld’s night shift try for 
the attention-riveting record. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. The 
Dolly Sisters sit up with the Dooley 
Brothers. Also, some people who are 
no relation at all. 

Nancy Lee—Hudson. A sweet creature 
ingenuously acts like a vampire. 


Futur- 


Ou, Lapy, Lapy!—Princess. Musical 
show in miniature. 
Pair oF Petticoats, A—Bijou. A frisky 


moralist at bay. 

Partor, Beproom AND Batu—Republic. 
Exaggerated innocents abroad in Jer- 
sey. 
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Potty Wit a Past—Belasco. Ina Claip 
as the central figure of a cheerful cop. 
spiracy. 

Rainpow Girt, Toe—New Amsterdam, 
A pretty operetta wherein is hear 
Billy Van’s lyric tenor. 

Rock-a-ByeE Basy—Astor. Babies of 
two ages: a few newly-born and many 
old enough to know better. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Willie Baxter wou 
the Baby-Talk Lady, but the suit is his 
father’s. 

Sinsap—W inter Garden. Al Jolson goe 
other sailors one better by producing 
all his lady friends at once. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris 
The hand that pushes the gas-iron be 
comes the hand that rules Society and 
the industrial world. 

TiceR Rose—Lyceum. Breathless doings 
in a painfully-perfect wilderness. 


The Riot-Guns 


By Minna Irvine 
HE Enfield to the Englishman, 
The sabre to the French, 

The knife to Zulu warriors 

When charging on a trench. 
But lo! to Pershing’s bully-boys 

With fighting faces grim, 
The sawed-off shotgun loaded up 

With buckshot to the rim. 


They called it Old Reliable 
In days of ’49; 

It’s deadly spray will clear the way 
From Flanders to the Rhine. 

Go while the going’s good, ye Turks 
And Austrians and Huns, 

The soldiers of the U. S. A. 
Are armed with riot-guns. 
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The mission of tnts 
publication is to preach 
the gospel of cheerfulness 
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‘*Polly Ticks’’ 
By Jay Tuomas 


US PETERSON ha bane great fal- 
(5 ler for polly ticks and avery elect- 
ing time dis har Gus vent tu pole 

time ha 


sum sO many 


and vote yust 
could. 

Karl Schaefer, the Yerman baker, ha 
call Gus a “‘vart healer,” but Gus say dis 
bane gude yoke on Karl, because ha ain’t 
no nothing about varts. 

Gus ha don’t vant to be candy date 
for offis hemself, but ha lak tu picking 
the fallers vot vent on the balot. 

Yust befour electing last fall the chair- 
man of the county committee cum to 
sea Gus and tal hem the committee vant 
the Sveedish vote and they lak tu hav 
Gus picking a candy date for sheriffs. 

So Gus ha crank up his lemonzene and 
yitney out to sea his friend Lars Hanson 
and ha tal Lars ha should be elect 
sheriffs. 

Dis Lars ha vas tickle all over and ha 
giggle yust lak saxteen year school girl. 

“Vot aver yu say skal vent vith me, 
Gus,” Lars say, “but Ay don’t no annie 
ting about polly ticks. Yu vill hav tu tal 
me vot to du.” 

“Listen, Lars,’ Gus tal hem, “it bane 
easy tu electing yu now, because ve got 
lines up vith the committee, but yu vant 
tu learn a few ting so ven yu start yu can 
keep right on venting. Yust pay atten- 
shun tu vot Ay say and Ay skal give yu a 
few simple rule tu follow. 

“Polly ticks, Lars, is a game of give 
and tak, but most avery vone Ay no 
ain't care much about giving. They 
yust lak tu tak all the time. 

“Ay bane vatch the vay the big guns 
play dis game and Ay find out the ting tu 
du is sea vitch vay the vinds blow and 
then grab the breeze befour the other 
faller. The vise guy don’t try to mak 
sentiments for the public. Ha yust 
noses ’round and find out vot the peepuls 
bane tinking about and then ha becum 
the originator of that view. 

“If yu vait to sea vitch vay the crowd 
is venting yu’ll only be vone of the 
crowd. 

“Sum fallers mak the miss steak of 
figering it out the peepuls vas tinking 
vone vay ven they bane tinking yust 
opposite. Ve hav sum great example 
of this on lecture platsform, but yu ain’t 

















SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M. D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
All in one volume, Knowledge a Should Have 
Hiustrated. | Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 
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find many of these fallers holding down 
fat yob for gover’ment. 

“Most fallers who vant polly tickle 
offs cling tu the mottoe ‘if at first yu 
ain’t suck seeds yust keep on sucking.’ 

“The only vay sum voter can tal a 
balot from laundry slip is ven they sea 
the name of sum faller vot bane candy 
date avery electing time. 

“Most business man, Lars, don’t 
hav much tu du vith polly ticks, but all 
gude pollytickans mak a business out of 
cam pains. In business yu vant a gude 
remembering, but in polly ticks yu should 
hav a better forget. 

“The man who vins the offis is the vone 
vot keep up planty of steam and blows 
his vistle loud and offen. The nois may 
yar on the ear of a few, but ut vill be 
mussick tu the multitude. 

“Lars, if yu vant tu suck seeds in polly 
ticks yu must talk lak a entertainment 
vithout saying annie ting. The faller 
who tals all ha nose don’t no vary much. 

“The man that becums a stewdent on 
public qvestion, maks his head up and 
stick tu it may be right, but ha don’t git 
elect vary offen and ha violate the most 
sacred pressident of moderns polly ticks. 

“Yu don’t need mussle strength or 
physic bravery tu run for offis and vin, 
but yu must hav acrobat brain able tu 
turn mental summer salts so fast that the 
average mind vill becum confuse vatch- 
ing the operashun. And Lars, yu must 
also hav planty of nerve. The timid 
man never gits annie ting. The best 
ha can du is cast his own vote and tak 
a chance on it being counted by the 
elecshun boarders. 

“Tt’s the man vot gits in the lemon 
light and keeps their who picks the yuicy 
plum. 

“Sum peepul say polly ticks is ‘a con- 
fidence game,’ but the most confidential 
candy dates offen fall short ven the vote 
is counted. 

“Remember, Lars, vone vote in the 
balots box is vorth a score of supports 
who fail tu go tu the pole on electing day. 

“Over in Europe they have badge tu pin 
on breast of soldier vot du the fighting. 
Ven yu run for offis du the same ting. 
The badge most used in polly ticks is 
shape lak 2 crosses, but you must never 
giv them out until after cam pain is over. 

“In polly ticks in this day and ages 
they ain’t no such ting as a martar and 
annie vone who pose in that roal is the 
faller who guessed wrong and is ashame 
tu admit it. 

“There is vone ting, Lars, yu ain’t 
vant tu aver forgit. Don’t svell up so 
the home folks vill notice it. Remember, 
it tak yust so many hand shake tu keep 
in offis as it du tu git their in first place. 

“Victory is sveet, but an overdose vill 
sum times sour the disposishun. 

“Yust vone ting more, Lars. There’s 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


“Its Purity Has Made It Famous” 








[In National Service 





Combines 
ease, efficiency 
and long life. 
The high grade 










are sold in 
men’s wear shops 
rom coast to coast. 







ne ne a 25¢ 35¢ 50c 
rm, resilient and GEORGE FROST CO 
comfortable hold. MAKERS, BOSTON 


Boston Garter 
































room at the tops of the ladder for a push- 
ing faller. Sum vone is always falling 
off and yu can shove the vones who don’t 
drop of their own accords.” 

All the time Gus bane talk Lars ha set 
vith mouths open, drenking in every 
vord. 

“Vell,” ha say, ven Gus finish, “Ay 
change my minds. Ay ain’t vant annie 
ting tu du vith polly ticks after all. 

“Ay tank Ay rather git a gun and a 
mask and be a regular honest highvay- 
mans.” 


Saved Anyway 
“How does the daylight saving plan work 
in your house?” 
*‘Oh, it wouldn’t have made any difference 
anyway. My girls are all being courted.” 


Enterprise 
The little historic town of Waynesboro, Va., 
has had a good bit of fun poked at it by reason 
of its alleged sleepiness. For instance, the 
story is told that a citizen merchant was dozing 
in his shop one day when a little boy came in 
and asked for a pound of butter. The merchant 
yawned, stretched himself, half opened his eyes, 
and then, in the most injured tone, said, 
““Gee whiz! Ain’t there nobody that sells 
butter in this town but me?” 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 
WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and *“‘How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 














JUDGE 
27 YEARS THE ENEMY OF PAIN | ~aeeiieaailis TT MMT a Th ot ee, Te nc el ee . —_ 


FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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’ 
Learning to Fly out, but this is the only thing he has omitted. § 
By “A Cadet” He admires my gentle, caressing touch on the 
NE day I think all the instructors here controls and tells me I drive like an old n 
are crazy, and the next day I get to He is sure I will make a good flier ot ta 
wondering whether I am not the crazy design planes that will fly and land alone — 
on You really can’t blame them much for Rockwell Field Weekly Flight. : 
} 
' 
| @ 
"4 Nessa” ; 


Anp THEN THE BUGLE BLEW” 


| ii h Wadsworth Gas Atta 
, eadac les, being nervous and high-strung. It is a ticklish The Grip of Custom 
job to have to ride in the same machine with Pa 
Neur ah =o 
9 these wild cadets. a ' 
Instructors are of two classes—cussers and ; yy cK 
Grippe andColds | | non-cussers. rhey all are in the first class. yo + 








Instructors put cadets into two classes also bt?) Ss ean | 
| Wienen's Aches ana ils, boobs’ and nuts. The boobs are nuts that } \ i &~ | r 
have been coached. { VF F 
Rheumatic aw Sciatic Pains When the instructor asks you “what in the cv) (’* 7) y 
name of h are you trying to do; wash your t . & a Y, | 
in! 4 br Where shirt?’’ he means, in gentle parlance, that your \-yw 3) yj 
- a. f° washboard tactics on the elevator control are a y 1) 


not apropos. co t \ .f Aroylizzs ss 























Kk JO eos A ke My instructor hasn't told me yet to hitch | \ ; F | 
TT: Foy A: ablets my wagon to a star when the gasoline runs q ¥ _— 
‘ Ye \ 
See Monogram fk an Lhe Genuine + ——__ | 
: Teutonic Duplicity YL 
The Antikamnia Chemical Co..St. Louis a / / 
' | Fe ! 
Advice to the Lovelorn a ——— 
hae ; = = - 
By Beatrice Fairfax, Yl« [ f gar | 
\ tleeinbtlindienmisiaiens u~ ‘ t: 
My Dear Miss Fairfax—I am in love with ey Oe ar ec 
a sailor at Great Lakes and want to marry ip’s bell for first time.—The B de 
him. I have had very little experience in house “ 
keeping and don’t know how to cook. Do you , 
hink that will make any difference2—Blue Eves. Hotel Warseilles 
Wy Dear Blue Eyes—Not a particle. Your 
De ee ee Bi ; Broadway and 103 Street pew Dork Cite 
lor can teac 1 you 10W to sew and he knows A MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL 
nore about washing clothes than a Chinaman. SUBWAY ENTRANCE AT DOOR 
He can also keep the house clean for mother Room & Bath, $2.50 per day up 
s inspection. As far as the cooking goes 


CLIFFORD A. aa peanesen. _MGR. 
Booklet on requ 
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‘*The Curse of Drink ”’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, II x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps. 


Judge Art Print 


Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















Why? 

Why is it that the company comedian must 
always say “‘Eyes Right’’ when the company, 
marching at route order, passes something real 
nice?-—Camp Dix Times. 


The Last Hitch, or Spliced for Life 


ILT thou, Jack, have this woman to 
be thy wedded wife, to live together 
| in so far as the Bureau of Navigation 
| will allow? Wilt thou love her, comfort her, 
honor and keep her, take her to the movies, 
bring home plenty of commissary stores, and 
come home regularly on the 4.30 boat?” 
a 
“Wilt thou, Jane, have this sailor to be thy 
wedded husband, bearing in mind liberty hours, 
boat schedules, watches, sudden moves, uncer- 
tain mail communications, and all other penal- 
ties of Navy life? Wilt thou obey him and serve 
| him, love, honor and wait for him, keep his 
| socks darned, and let him smoke ‘Navy Plug’ 
in the house?” 
| “T will.” 

“T, Jack, take thee, Jane, to be my wedded 
wife, from 4.30 P.M., until 7.30 A.M., as far 
as permitted by the Commanding Officer, 
liberty subject to change without notice, for 
better, for worse, for earlier, for later, to love 
and to cherish, and I promise to write thee a 
censored letter when my ship leaves port.”’ 

“IT, Jane, take thee, Jack, to be my wedded 
husband, subject to the whims of the Command- 
ing Officer, changing residence whenever the 
ship moves, to have, to hold, just so long as my 
allotment comes in regularly, and therefore I 
| give thee my troth.”—The Reservists (Newport 

Naval District). 
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The Kind We Are 
Has it ever penetrated your upper-works 
that the laugh is on the Hun. He’s only stirred 
the greatest nation on earth to arms against 








The Ideal Wedding Gift 


Sent on Free 


TRIAL! 


Send for big new 
catalog. 90 designs. 
Reduced prices— 
freight prepaid. Fac- 
tory to you. 15 days’ 
free trial. Fragrant 
Piedmont RedCedar 
Chests protect furs, 
woolens and plumes from moths, mice, 
dust and damp. Ideal wedding gifit.. Every 
girl and woman wants one. Lasts for generations. from 
Write today for our great new catalog—postprid free Factory 


I 

Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 46. Statesville, N.C. 
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A Whale of a Question 











(WHERE CAN 
TRY OUT FOR 
THE QuoITs TEAM? 
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The Broadside 























Drawn by Private Mitt Gross, 328th Infantry Medical Co 


Real Disturbers 
Buglers have been instructed to sound reveille 
more softly in the future, as the harsh notes of 
the call have proven very annoying to many of 
the men in the past.—The Broadside. 


Don’t You Envy Him ? 





The First Sergeant’s Daily Delight 
Wadsworth Gas Attack. 
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One Day In Tue Army 


him by the frightfulness he thought would 
care us stiff. We’re a bunch of “stiffs,” we 
are—just like the knife at the business end of a 
rifle.—Great Lakes Bulletin. 


Needless 
Roll calls are to be discontinued shortly, as 
it is logical to suppose the men are in camp 
anyway.—The Broadside. 











| Our Own Question Box 
O.—What qualification is necessary to a 
candidate for the Listeners’ school? 
| A.—To be able to hear a mosquito walk 
| across a feather bed. 

Q.—What does the rating badge with the 
| crossed axes signify? 

A.—Hook and ladder firemen, first class.— 


| Great Lakes Bulletin. 




















1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 


Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 


In the most enchanting spot in all America, where nature’s charms 
are rarest, all the delights of modern civilization are added in the 
1,000 Island House. No hotel of the Metropolis provides greater 
living facilities or such luxurious comfort—real HOME comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An amusement for 
every hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered. 


O. G. STAPLES, Prop. JAMES RUNCIMAN, Mgr. 
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In the Heart of the Th nd Isl. 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


J. L. BOWLES, Asst. Mgr. 
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| / Advertising— 
bi The 
Forethought of 
American 
Business 
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‘THE preservation of American industry as 
industry is one of the great works of war 
—to maintain the workers at home and to 
further the country’s military objects. 
These are chief among the aims of the 
Associated Advertising Clubs of the 
World, and define the purpose of their San 
Francisco Convention to be held July 7th to 
lith, 1918. 


Write for interesting booklet 3s 
y Convention Board San Francisco, Cal, 
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The Eternal Feminine 














“You old rounder, you’ve been out with 
Medusa again! [I found a snake on your 
houlder.”— Jester. 


Constructive Criticism 
™ W, play ball!” 
“Hit ’er out! 
bunt.” 
“Speed up! Say, you ain’t fast enough 
for the Navy League.” 
“Run, you lobster, run!” 
“Take a lead. Do you think you’re married 
to that base?” 
“Slide, you dub, slide!” 
“Put in a real pitcher, manager.” 
“‘We'd have a team if we only had a short- 
stop.” 
“Aw, take him out before he thruws the 
game away.” 
And this isn’t disloyalty to the home team. 
It is sincere patriotism, born of intense desire 
to help win the game. And it is that spirit 
which gets the players “‘on their toes” and puts 
“pep” in the game. 


This ain’t no time to 








Because 

“You know, I think the day the prodigal 
son came back must have been an awfully 
slippery one.” 

“Why so?” 

‘Because the Bible says that when his father 
came out to welcome him, he fell on his neck.” 
—Awgwan. 


Another Hour for Sleep 

“Use ‘laid’ correctly in a sentence.” 

“T laid in bed until ten o’clock.” 

“Correct. Use it in another sentence.” 

“T laid in bed until eleven o’clock.”—Punch 
Bowl. 

Misunderstood 

Feminine Voice Over Phone—Hello, are you 
Harry? 

Masculine Voice—Not especially, lady, but 
I’m far from bald.—Tiger. 


The Observer 
Instructor—I told you to notice when that 
solution burned over. 
One of the Left-overs—I did. It was a quarter 
to four.—Burr. 


The Good Old Days 
Emperor Catullus—Where the devil is Senator 
Calculus? 
Court Clerk—His wife has company today, 
Your Highness, and she’s using his only toga 
for a table cloth.—Chaparral. 


A Lay of Ancient Rome 
At a consul’s election, a quorum 
Lacked a Senator, Rex Asinorum, 
So they asked in a note 
How he wanted to vote. 
His laconic reply was “I’m Forum.” 
—Purple Cow. 


A New One 
Agitated Lady—Hurry, guard! There’s a 
man in the water with a paralytic stroke! 
Life Guard—Dat’s a new one on me, lady. 
Does you mean de overhead or de crawl? 
—Jester. 





With the Gliese Wits 


lrrepressible, Joyous, 


rrespousible 


Safe Bet 
Stude—If it’s heads, we go to bed. If it’s 
tails we stay up. And (nervously) if it stands 
on edge, we study.—Punch Bowl. 
The Gift 
“You would have to go a long way, my 
friend, to find a better cigar than that?” 
“Yes, maybe, but I know where I could buy 
one.” —W idow. 


Her Game 














He—What game do you play best? 
She—Soldiers.—Record. 


Interrupted 
Flash—My love for you is like that rose in 
your hair, fresh, tender, and 
Flo—Artificial.— Brunonian. 





To Complete the Job 
Soph—-What’s all the hurry, Frosh? 
Frosh—Our chemistry Prof. is overcome with 

gas. 
Soph—Going for a doctor? 
Frosh—No, more gas.—Lehigh Burr. 
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for the frame. 


HIS clever picture, which appeared on a recent 

cover of JUDGE, has been reproduced in full 
colors and mounted on a heavy mat, 11x14, ready 
It will be sent postpaid for twenty- 


| five cents cash or stamps. 
L . JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
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“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


5 leg clever picture, a reproduction of one 
of the many popular covers of JUDGE, 
in full colors, mounted on a heavy mat, 11x14, 
ready for framing, makes an attractive decora- 
tion for any man’s “Land.” 


It will be mailed post free upon receipt of 
twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















The Goddess 
By Wut H. Henprickson 
HE poets rave about her eyes, 
About her hair of burnished gold; 
The sculptors rave about her size, 
They say she is of perfect mold. 
The women rave about each gown, 
About her hats, her boots, her frills, 


While I, poor husband to Renown, 
I rave and rave about her bills. 


Small Caliber 
Hewitt—Gruet is a light-weight. 
Jewett—I should say so; he isn’t big enough 
to be cashier of a toy bank. 











A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government willsend 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address — either at camp 
or at the front — and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Prose and Cons 
By P. M. 
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Baby Butchers 


HUN is known by the babies he kills.— 
Washington State Weekly. 


And by the childishness of his 
“explanations” afterward. 
* * * 

Garden Their Rights 
You may not believe it, but bills for an 
increase of pensions are before Congress in 
behalf of Cain and Abel. Their front names 
are respectively William T. and Alfred L. 
* * * 
More Truth than Poetry 
Smile and the Hun scowls at you, 
Joke—it’s a Teuton sin, 
For sad old Fritz, with his long-drawn 
snitch, 
Can’t learn to fight with a grin. 
* * * 


Hunnish Stuff 

The Fuel Administration and the War 
Industries Board are considering the elimina- 
tion of the so-called comic supplement from 
Sunday newspapers.—W ashington News Item. 

And the first to go should be those sup- 
plements which exploit the slap-stick cru- 
elties of “The Katzenjammer Kids.” 
They are vicious, vulgar, un-American. 

* * * 
Rough Shod 

There are now 180 firms in Germany em- 
ployed in the manufacture of wooden soles.— 
Amsterdam Cable. 

The biggest firm of all, Hohenzollern & 
Co., has been busy for more than forty 
years making wooden souls for all Ger- 
many. 

* * * 
In Their Element 

There is positively no truth in the 
Washington rumor that Representative 
Mudd of Maryland has refused to mingle 
with Representative Rainey of LIllinois. 
The canard probably was started by the 
same loose conversationalist who averred 
that Strong (of Pennsylvania) was men- 
tally huskier than Hardy (of Texas) or 
Hale (of Maine) and that Senators Under- 
wood and Overman could verbally out- 
distance any three Congressmen of the 
caliber of Black (Texas) or White (Ohio) 
and yet spill no Gore (Oklahoma) and 
break no Glass (Virginia). It would be 
interesting to know what Doolittle (Kan- 
sas) and Wingo (Arkansas) think of all this. 

* * * 


George Washington Seeks Citizenship 

Among those who applied for citizenship 
papers to Justice Joseph Aspinall in the Supreme 
Court in Brooklyn yesterday was a middle-aged 
man who told the Justice that his name was 
George Washington.— New York Times. 

And the joke of it is he was born in 
Belgium of British parents and his appli- 
cation was laid aside for a week just to 
make sure he was worthy of becoming 


an American. 
* ~ a oe 
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121 Bruce Ave. North Attleboro, Mass. 
ROMEIKE’ PRESS CLIPPING 
BUREAU 

We will send you elf newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up-to- 
date.’’ Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 

















Manchester Mathematics 

Previous to the war a third of the Nottingham 
lace exported went to the United States. The 
quantity has fallen to one-half.—Manchester 
(England) Evening News. 

Probably explains the lace curtain bar- 
gains now so extensively advertised in our 
small-town newspapers. 

* * 


No Need to Advertise 
Some way should be devised to let the Ger- 
man people know that there are more than 
500,000 American soldiers in France.— Birming- 
ham A ge-Herald. 
They’ll know it good and plenty when 
our boys get up full steam. 


The Notion Counter 


By Douctas MALLocu 


OME of the cake that is sent to the sol- 

diers ought to be sent to the Germans. 

It would be well if a man would put 
off his coat instead of his work. 

When the preacher says “fifthly” and 
“‘sixthly”’ I am sorry he ever learned to 
count. 

It would be well if orators were as care- 
ful of their figures as women are. 

One advantage in quoting statistics is 
that few people are in a position to con- 
tradict them. 

American life seems to be a race be- 
tween culture and chewing gum. 

About the worst waste of time is to go 
out for one. 

Men ought to fear whiskers as much as 
women fear wrinkles. 

But a great love, indeed, would be one 
that surpasseth misunderstanding. 

They talk a lot about the “idle rich,” 
but nobody ever seems to say anything 
about the man who runs a country hotel. 
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HOTEL 
Marie Antoinette 


66th St. & Broadway, New York 
A House of Most Refined Atmosphere. 
Noted for Its Cuisine. European Plan. 


H. Stanley Green, Managing Director 














Suggestions for Summer 
Travelers 


By Lewis Atten Browns 


MERICA never offered so many 
attractions to Summer travelers 
as this year. Here is a pretty 

good programme for patriotic tourists: 


MOUNTAINS 


Go to Redbank, N. J., and see the 
mountains of cloth being made into 
uniforms for our boys at the front. 

Go to the the Mint at Philadelphia and 
see the mountains of gold we are turning 
out to pay our boys at the front, to feed, 
to clothe and to otherwise provide for 
them. 

Go to the big elevators and see the 
mountains of grain we are piling up for 
ourselves and our Allies and not for our 
enemies this year—for a change. 

Go to Red Cross headquarters and see 
the mountains of bandages and other 
necessities they are assembling and mak- 
ing the best use of. 

Go to the big mobilization camps and 
see the grandest of all—the mountains 
of enthusiasm and patriotism and valor 
that we have on hand. 


GENERAL SCENIC 

Go into the rolling Middle West and 
see the great broad acres, the miles and 
mile; of fields yielding foodstuffs. 

Go into quaint, old, rock-bound New 
England—birth-soil of patriots—and 


the cultivated farms, the great orchards, 
the busy men garnering foodstuffs, the 
busier women preserving and canning. 

Go into the great factories and see the 
wondrous sights; men and women work- 
ing as never before, producing everything 
producing in one land every 
quantity of all that 
the world can 


necessary; 
variety and double 
which the remainder of 
produce. 

Go to the commercial centers and see 
what is going on transporting by rail and 
ship to every section of our land and to 
every part of the Old World where we 
desire our goods to go. 

Go into our cities, towns, villages, 
hamlets, and visit our farms, from East- 
port to the Dry Tortugas, from the Alamo 
to the upper Oregon, and see the flags 
flying; see Old Glory fluttering from 
towers and temples and from huts upon 
hilltops. 

Other scenic wonders will stay put. 
Try these for a change, this year. They 
will do you good, Mr. and Mrs. Tourist, 
and when you get back home lead your- 
self into a room by yourself, seat yourself 
in front of a mirror, look yourself in the 
eve and ask: 

**Am I doing my bit?” 

You are the only one 
that question. 


who can answer 


Sixes and Sevens 
By Avpert FEF. Hoyt 


ONSISTENCY to the average poli- 
C tician is like your neighbor’s wife 
to be admired but not to get 
caught with. 
4 
Champ Clark would rather stay in the 
House and preside over Claude Kitchin 
than go to the Senate and be Jim Reed’s 
colleague. 
& 
Party leaders blame the people for lack 
of votes when they ought to blame them- 
selves for lack of gumption. 
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In Small Towns and Country Districts 
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of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE, 
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Senator Jim Ham Lewis can think up so 
many awful perils after the war that 
sometimes we are afraid the Senate can’t 
find time to avert them all before it set- 
tles down to win it. 

* 

Statesmen keep wishing we Americans 
had the British cabinet system, but most 
of us would be too busy to enjoy learning 
how to cuss out a new breed of cabinet. 

2 

The Hoke Smiths and the Jim Reeds 
must wonder sometimes if the President 
wouldn’t get along almost as well even if 
they quit opposing him. 


Sherman of Illinois says that 
the President has “surrounded himself 
with Socialists” and should “scatter the 
bunch of economic fakers and howling 
dervishes now office.”” Senator Sher- 
man respects the Presidency, and maybe 
he thought a lot of President Wilson’s 
father—but he just wishes the Presbyte- 
rian clergy had had to be celibate. 

¢ 

How is a man who wants to be a good 

Hooverized patriot to know how to go 
about it? Now they’re telling us to 
‘““avoid emotional excesses and keep our 
feet on the ground.’ Just the other day 
they told us to keep our gardens on it. 

- 


Senator 


These modern churches which have 
abolished the old creeds sort of make a 
man homesick for something worth dis- 
agreeing with. 

# 

Senator Brandegee says President Wil- 
son will co-ordinate with nobody but him- 
self. So long as he will co-ordinate why 
dictate who with? 
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‘WAS IT WORTH THE PRICE? 


Affrighted Nature recoils, Reason gpm lt Sees 2S = 
totters on its throne, Morality shrinks == 
aghast! Was it worth all that this 
man and woman paid as the awful 
price of outraged honor and violated 
trust? Let all who would tread the 
primrose path first read and ponder. 
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Is history after all, as reflected in the 
lives of those who have helped make 
it—as Voltaire cynically observes- 
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DGE, little else than a picture of human 
1OVi . ° ° e 
Neue crimes, follies and misfortunes? 
> 
— He called her “Enchanting Queen,” 
you to ‘Witch,” “Great Fairy,” “Serpent of 
4 year, T° 99 cry’ ‘ 3 
7 Old Nile,” “Thou Potent Charm. 
d earn . ° ° 2 
» and She dazzled his faculties, bewildered 
aad his judgment, bewitched his fancy 
lation ° ° - 
think with her gypsy sorcery and Oriental 
voluptuousness. 
We read it all with a kind of fascina- 
Cit tion against which our moral sense 
1 . . . 
d rebels, but from which there is no es- 
= cape—but this is only one of the many 
“al marvelous and true stories told in the 
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he woman who made England “ Mistress of the 
Seas,”"" and in so doing saved the world from a 
Prussian military autocracy. 
ALFRED THE GREAT 


One of the noblest names in all history, whose 


self 


the 
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0d 


go in Russia to-da 
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kept her subjects and half the courts of Europe in 
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